All  afternoon, 
it  was  obvious 
to  me 
that  things 
were  not  going  so  well. 
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Thank-you,  but  I  don't  use  mousse. 

-Liberace 


I  used  to  be  a  Coyote  but  Ifm  Alright 
Nowooooooooow! 


Mother  brought  out  the  maizoh 
balls  and  grandma  did  her  ritual 
table  juggling  to  the  lune  of 
Grandpas  accordian.  In  other 
words,  Passover  came  and  went 
like  it  has  done  every  other  year. 
The  only  major  difference  this  year 
was  that  our  vin  du  nuit  was 
Carmcl  wine  as  opposed  to 
Manischeviiz.  And  since,  as  we  all 
know,  Carmel  is  much  more 
potent  on  the  woozy  scale,  there 
were  a  few  minor  instances 
involving  our  having  to  re-fluff 
Aunty  Sarah,  who  kept  leaping  up 
yelling  "I'll  show  you  an 
Exodus!"  and  running  out  the  door 
only  to  collapse  in  a  heap  on  the 
hood  of  her  Cadillac. 

Passover,  for  those  of  you  who 
say  such  things  as  "oh  you're 
Jewish?  I've  never  met  a  Jew 
before",  is  what  Jesus  was 
celebrating  at  the  Last  Supper.  I 
doubt,  however,  that  his 
celebrations  ever  coincided  with 
the  Stanley  Cup,  which  ours  do 
almost  every  year;  or  the  final 
segment  of  the  Thorn  Birds,  which 
ours  did  one  yean  or,  more  to  the 
point,  any  episode  of  Knots 
Landing,  which  ours  did  this  year. 
And  this  of  course  brings  me  to 
where  I  want  to  be. 

The  pyramids  of  Egypt  and  the 
hail  and  locusts  of  the  ten  plagues 
arc,  needless  to  say,  up  my  bum  to 
some  extent.  They  are  not, 
however,  nearly  so  firmly  lodged 
as  the  issue  of  whether  Paige  and 
Greg  will  get  it  on  again  soon.  It  is 
no  secret  that  Abby,  who  is  the 
wife  of  Satan  currently  posing  as 
the  wife  of  Greg,  is  leaving  the 
show  and  will  probably  get  drilled 
in  the  head  by  a  Murakame  oil  tool 


before  the  season's  out  (and  why 
not?  Just  last  week  she  got  drilled 
in  the  elevator  with  a  similar  device 
[not  Greg's]),  but  hopefully  Paige 
will  have  Greg  grovelling  before 
his  icy  wife  is  completely  out  of 
the  picture.  It's  sexier  that  way. 

And  speaking  of  sexy,  I'd  just 
like  to  mention  that  from  the  neck 
down,  a  lot  of  people  mistake  me 
for  Nicolette  Sheridan  (Paige  -  for 
those  of  you  who  prefer  to  watch 
Stan  Brackhage  on  Thursday 
nights).  But  that's  neither  here  nor 
there. 

In  fact,  the  only  thing  of  any 
consequence  that  is  here  (as 
opposed  to  there)  is  a  whole  slew 
of  empty  beer  bottles.  And  this,  of 
course,  is  no  news  if  you  actually 
read  the  Herald  instead  of  only 
looking  at  the  pictures  and 
worrying  about  whether  we're 
infringing  on  copyright  laws 
(which  we  are).  The  beer  bottles, 
however,  along  with  other 
assorted  sundries  that  lurk  in  this 
office,  have  given  me  cause  to 
reflect  upon  how  I've  spent  my 
year.  And  although  my  year 
would  seem  to  bear  little  relevance 
lo  your  life  (the  reader's,  that  is)  I 
must  beg  to  differ,  having  recently 
discovered  that  I  am  actually  the 
All-Being  (master  of  time,  space 
and  dimension)  and  thus  of 
relevance  to  everybody.  I 
unashamedly  conclude,  therefore, 
that  I  have  spent  my  year  well, 
albeit  unhealthily. 

A  few  minor  breakdowns 
requiring  minimal  hospitalization 
and  having  to  do  with  very  late 
essays  that  just  weren't  happening, 
punctuated  my  year  at  carefully 
ordained  intervals  and  led  me  to 


ask  really  dumb  questions  of  my 
Rabbi,  such  as  "What  is  the 
meaning  of  life?"  and  "How  do 
you  spell  Talmud!"  His  answers, 
respectively  (and  respectfully), 
were  "You  must  look  unto 
yourself.. .etc"  and  "Just  like  it 
sounds",  neither  of  which  helped 
me  cope  with  school.  But  I  wung 
it  (wung  being  the  past  tense  of 
wing,  as  in  "to  wing")  and  as  soon 
as  I  can  get  this  nifty  Mac  Plus  to 
break  into  the  UofT  computer  and 
remove  my  name  from  the  list  of 
people  who  were  stupid  enough  to 
buy  an  essay  and  give  their  real 
name,  I'll  be  home  free. 


And  now,  having  addressed  the 
issue  of  what  is  here  (as  opposed 
to  there)  and  being  led  to  disclose 
that  which  I  have  just  disclosed  as 
a  result  of  pondering  what  is  here 
and  realizing  that  beer  bottles  are 
what's  here,  I  must  now  address 
the  issue  of  what  is  there.  (The 


reader  is  here  reminded  that  all 
this  follows  from  my  having 
mentioned,  in  reference  to  the  fact 
that  from  the  neck  down  I  often  get 
confused  with  Nicolette  Sheridan, 
that  "that's  neither  here  nor  there" 
and  that  since  that  moment,  as  far 
as  I  can  tell,  we  [as  in  you  and  I] 
have  been  addressing  the  issue  of 
what  is  here  and  there  if  not  the 
fact  that  from  the  neck  down  I'm  a 
deadringer  for  Nicolette  Sheridan. 
If  you  have  been  paying  attention, 
you  will  notice  that  having 
dispensed  with  what's  here  [the 
beer  bottles]  we  are  about  to 
consider  the  much  more 
ambiguous  concept  of  what's 
there.) 

Since  I  am  not  at  all  inclined  to 
pollute  my  work  with  jibberish,  I 
am  obliged  to  remark  at  this 
juncture  that  in  discussing  "what's 
there",  we  will  not  address  the 
notion  that  things  are  no  longer 
"there"  once  you  yourself  are 
there.  We  all  know  the  manner  in 
which  things  which  once  were 
there  can  end  up  being  here  (they 
move  to  us  or  we  move  to  them) 
but  such  a  consideration  is,  if  you 
will,  neither  here  nor  there. 

Suffice  it  to  say  then,  that 
"there",  for  me,  is  probably  Spain. 
I  am  taking  the  year  off  because  I 
have  done  four  years  of  school  and 
the  fact  that  I'm  nowhere  near 
graduating  is,  as  you've  probably 
guessed,  neither  here  nor  there. 
(The  fact  that  I  am  going  "there" 
[as  in  Spain]  for  reasons  that  are 
neither  here  nor  there  is  a  paradox 
that  I  think  I'll  ignore.)  The  point, 
I  believe,  is  that  regardless  of  how 
many  more  credits  I  need,  I  have 
nontheless  done  my  four  years  and 


have  recently  come  to  realize 
something  which  you  (the  reader) 
probably  realized  long  ago,  namely 
that  I  have  all  the  symptoms  of  an 
insane  woman.  Such  an  epiphany 


led,  in  turn,  to  the  realization  that  if 
I  have  to  write  one  more  essay  (let 
alone  one  more  editorial)  I  will  no 
doubt  follow  in  my  mother's 
footsteps  and  come  to  be  locked  up 
in  the  east  tower  of  our  3,000 
hectare  Willowdale  estate/  borscht 
farm. 

And  so  I'm  off.  In  Spain  I  hope 
to  encounter  a  strapping  young 
Jewish  toreador  who,  having  been 
stricken  by  my  close  resemblance 
to  Nicolette  Sheridan  from  the 
neck  down,  will  invite  me  over  for 
Passover  dinner.  There,  having 
already  won  his  mother's  heart,  I 
will  mention  that  back  home  (as  in, 
here)  we  all  giggle  when  we  get  to 
the  passage  where  "God  reveals 
himself.  Then  I'll  ask  for  more 
wine. 
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Moscow 

Dear  Edotor, 

Spring  springs  ai  last!  Now  is 
only  ten  feet  of  snow  in  Gorky 
Park,  I  breaking  out  my  jam 
pants!  Well  Jim  and  Paul,  another 
year  goes  by  and  still  no  words 
from  you.  Where  is  Stan 
Brackhage  video?  Where  is 
SCAT?  Where  is  Fuzz  righteous 
importation?  I  send  hard  news  and 
you  give  the  blues. 

I  do  course  by  mail.  Pop 
Culture.  Big  link  between  mythic 
potency  of  Ginsberg's  Howl  and 
Who  Framed  Roger  Rabbit?  I 
gotta  C-. 

What  news  from  Canada?  Send 
some.  Tell  Lautens  he  still  owe 
mc  ten  bucks  and  Liebman  owe  me 
a  meat  patty  and  twenty-five 
Molson  Stock. 

infamy, 

Ivan  Czegledy 

Slimy  Pig 
Hole 

Hey, 

Why  don't  you  guys  ever  try  and 
clean  up  a  bit?  Your  office  stinks. 
I  don't  wanna  come  in  there  any 
more. 

What  do  you  guys  do  in  there 
anyways? 

George 

Dear  George, 

Perhaps  we  owe  you  a  bit  of  an 
explanation.  It's  true  that  the 
Herald  office  stinks  and  that  we 
made  it  that  way.  The 
accumulation  of  empties,  dirty 
ashtrays,  smelly  socks,  rotting 
coffee  cups  and  various  other 
stinking  inhabitants  in  the  Herald 
office  is  enough  to  make  a  racoon 
retch.  But  there  is  a  reason  for 
this. 

We  stink.  At  least  I  do. 

Please  don't  stop  coming  in 
here.  Tell  Wince  too. 

What  we're  doing  in  here  is  open 
to  debate. 


Calgon  eh? 

Dear  Editor, 

I  was  flipping  through  my 
student  calendar... past  March,  past 
April...  If  I'm  going  to  fantasize 
about  Calendar  dates,  I  might  as 
well  skip  the  "how  many  days  can 
I  write  these  essays  in"  scenario 
and  cool  out  to  August.  And  what 
does  my  student  planner  say  about 
August? 

"choose  a  job  you  love  and 
you  will  never  have  to  work  a 
day  in  your  life." 

-  Confucious 

My  first  thought  was:  What  a 
wise  man  thai  Confucious  was. 

My  second  thought  was:  What 
job  did  Confucious  ever  have? 

My  third  thought  was:  Write  Jen, 
she'll  know. 

Gustov. 

Dear  Gustov, 

Confucious  was  a  wise  old  man, 
with  many  a  wise  old  thing  to  say. 
By  trade,  he  was  actually  a  boxer 
but  that's  neither  here  nor  there  for 
he  never  considered  boxing  to  be 
"work".  See?  He  was  right,  he 
didn't  think  of  boxing  as  a  job 
because  he  loved  it  so  much.  Once 
he  got  punched  in  the  head  very 
hard  indeed  and  fell  down, 
declaring  as  he  did  so,  "ooh,  man 
who  gets  punched  in  head  very 
hard  indeed  fall  down  feeling 
lousy"  and  thus  began  his 
clandestine  carrer  as  wise  old  man. 

Soon,  however,  he  found  that 
people  expected  more  from  him 
than  just  trite  expressions  of 
wonder  and  so  he  determined  to 
expand  his  operation.  One  night, 
after  a  long  hard  pull  on  the  toilet, 
he  went  downstairs  and  phones  his 
brother,  Joglupius.  "Joglupius," 
he  said,  "Man  who  go  to  bed  with 
itchy  bum,  wake  up  with  smelly 
finger"  and  his  brother  agreed, 
adding,  "how  smart  you  are, 
brother  Confucious.  You  must 
work  awfully  hard  to  be  so  smart" 
and  Confucious  said,  "no,  brother 
Joglupius,  I  do  not  consider  it 
work  since  it  is  a  job  I  really  love." 
And  his  brother  wrote  the  saying 
down  in  his  calendar.  The  date 
was  August,  and,  as  you  know, 
theses  words  of  wisdom  can  still 
be  found  there  today. 


Editor 
Exposed? 

Dear  Editor, 

What  is  the  name  of  the  broad 
who  wrote  the  article  "I'm 
Sorry.. .Essay  Due"  March  1989 
vol.23  Issue  4  ?  She  gets  herself 
worked  up  by  remarks  of  so-called 
"rednecks"  but  lets  herself  off 
using  a  term  like  "beastly  looking 
woman"  to  describe  her  roomate. 
Usual  B.S.  from  hypocritical  self- 
appointed  Almighty  inferior  white 
chick. 

From  the  totally  non-sexist,  non- 
racist,  non-prejudiced  desk  of 

Simon  Lee 

P.S.  Just  like  it  ain't  right  to  talk 
about  someone's  skin  colour,  it 
should  equally  be  so  with  regard  to 
appearance.  The  point  of  my  letter 
and  the  terms  used  were  only  to 
express  my  sarcasm  for  that 
writer.  No  form  of  'real'  prejudice 
is  intended.  However,  the  writer  is 
an  'ignoramus'  —  tell  her  it  means 
the  same  as  an  idiot. 

Dear  Simon, 

Ooh  the  irony  of  it  all.  You're 
asking  me,  the  editor,  who  wrote 
that  article?  Did  it  not  occur  to  you 
that  unnamed  editorials  on  the  first 
page  are  probably  written  by  the 
editor?  Do  you  not  realize  what's 
happening  here?  You're  writing  to 
the  editor  in  the  hopes  of 
establishing  some  sort  of  "non- 
sexist,  non-racist,  non-prejudiced' 
bonding  between  the  two  of  you, 
hopefully  resulting  in  the  editor's 
firing,  or  kicking  in  the  butt,  or 
whatever  it  is  that  editors  do  to 
self-appointed  Almighty  inferior 
white  chicks,  and  all  along  it  was 
[,  the  editor,  who  wrote  the  article. 
Weird. 

Needless  to  say,  I  don't  agree 
with  anything  you  have  said  in 
your  letter.  Descriptions  are 
descriptions  not  value  judgements. 
I  didn't  say  my  roomate  was  dumb 
because  she's  fat.  I  said  she  was 
dumb  as  well  as  fat.  Have  you 
never  read  a  book? 


Letters  from  the 
Editor's  Mother 

Dear  Jenny, 

So  an  academic  year  has  come  and  gone  since  I  first  wrote  to  you  in 
your  capacity  as  Editor.  Ben  Johnson  doesn't  have  any  flowers,  let 
alone  any  cellophane.  My  nest  gets  emptier  day-by-day  but  I  try  to  do 
like  the  birds  and  not  fret.  The  question  of  the  right  amount  of  pulp  in 
the  OJ  still  looms  large,  and  some  newspapers  did  blow  about  in  March. 
It  occurs  to  me  that  there  may  be  absolutely  no  meaning  to  this  string  of 
events.  Please  advise. 

Yours  in  perpetual  consternation  and  love, 

Judy. 

Dear  Mom, 

I  think  the  answer  to  your  current  question  all  depends  on  what  sort  of 
meaning  we  give  to  the  word  "meaning. "  //  by  meaning  you  mean  of 
global  significance,  then  no,  there  is  absolutely  no  meaning  to  this  string 
of  events.  However,  if  by  meaning  you  mean  important  as  it  pertains  to 
me  and  mine,  then  yes.  we  can  certainly  attach  meaning  to  these  events 
which  have  driven  you  to  the  edge  of  that  black  black  abyss  we  so 
fondly  refer  to  as  insanity.  It  would  seem  to  me.  that  the  secret  to 
avoiding  the  plunge  into  the  spiritual  abyss  lies  in  reconciling  oneself  to 
these  troubling  matters.  Certainly  one  should  avoid  worrying  about 
whether  there  is  too  much  pulp  in  the  bird  nest.  And  concern  over 
whether  the  March  wind  causes  the  Innis  Heraldto  blow  all  over  Ben 
Johnson's  cellophane  is  equally  unproductive.  I  think  you  need  a 
hobby. 

Sincerely,  your  loving  and  obedient  daughter 

Jenny 


Slimy  Pigs 

Dear  editor. 

So  the  image  bandits  at  the  Innis 
Herald,  armed  with  auditrons, 
have  phoxocoptcd  \hc\r  way  out.  of 
another  graphic  dilemma  —  this 
time  at  the  expense  of  Hilary 
Knight,  Kay  Thompson  and  their 
friend  Eloise. 

You  defend  printing,  without 
credit  or  permission,  the 
copyrighted  works  of  well  known 
artisits  with  the  specious 
arguments  that  "maybe  we  turned  a 
few  people  on..."  and  "we  don't 
charge  for  the  damn  thing".  Right! 
Try  those  out  on  your  Prof,  next 
time  you  leave  the  footnotes  and 
bibliography  out  of  your  term 
paper. 


With  hundreds  of  thousands  of 
images  in  the  public  domain, 
collected  and  readily  available  for 
cut  and  paste  layout,  why  continue 
to  discredit  the  Herald  and 
yourselves? 

John  Pinto 

(Our  Moscow  correspondent 
replies.) 

Dear  Mr.  Pinto, 
I  love  your  plays  since  ground- 
.  breaker  The  Caretaker.  Do  not 
blame  copying  Eloise  in  Moscow 
on  mt\  V  am  Moscow 
correspondent  but  not  stealer  of 
Eloise.  I  tell  you  though,  mention 
of  profs  and  essays  hit  mc  with  a 
ton  of  bricks.  I'm  to  slop  using 
Cat  in  the  Hat  picture  on  title  page 
to  "The  Wasteland  and  Return  of 
the  Jedir.  Blasted  Heaths  vs.  Green 
Eggs  and  Ham."  You  got  mc 
where  I  live  and  Paul  and  Jim 
pretty  quaking  too  I  bet.  Hey, 
write  here  soon.  Is  long  cold 
winter! 

Yours  inferno, 

Ivan  Czegledy. 


Residence  Update 


Klmberiy  Nash 

Wow!  Since  the  last  issue  of  the 
Innis  Herald  we've  received  more 
support  than  we  expected  here. 
For  those  of  you  who  didn't  catch 
the  last  issue,  I'll  bring  you  up  to 
date. 

We  are  the  New  Residence 
Students'  Committee,  and  we've 
been  in  existence  since  roughly  the 
end  of  January.  For  those  of  you 
who  have  had  you  heads  in  the 
sand  all  year,  there's  a  new 
residence  going  up  on  campus,  for 
Innis  and  professional  faculty 
students,  to  replace  our  much 
loved  Vlad.  We  on  the  committee 
decided  that  the  User's  Committee, 
whose  job  it  is  to  a)  decide  the 
location  of  the  new  res,  and  b)  put 
together  a  functional  plan  of 
attributes  for  the  new  res  to  give  to 
the  architect,  did  not  have  a  clear 
idea  of  the  opinions  of  the  Innis 
student  body  on  the  issue.  Since 
Innis  has  had  a  long  and  glorious 
histour  of  student  parity  in 
important  decisions  (like  the 
college  building  itself  and  the 
innumerable  councils,  societies, 
and  committees),  wc  figured  that 


those  of  you  who  were  interested 
would  probably  like  to  be  heard. 
Those  of  you  who  wouldn't  liltato 
be  heard  probably  aren't  reading 
this  article  anyway.  The  goal  of  the 
New  Residence  Students' 
Committee  is  to  make  heard  the 
voices  of  any  interested  students. 

We've  gone  about  this  in  two 
ways.  One,  we've  written  articles 
for  the  Herald,  which  are  only 
good  if  people  read  them,  (ed-has 
Hell  frozen  over  yet?)  Two, 
we've  created  a  survey  asking  if 
you  would  like  to  meet  with 
prospective  architects  or  not,  and 
which  location  you  would  prefer: 
Robarts  lawn,  St.  George  parking 
lot,  and  the  current  Vlad  site.  As  of 
ihe  last  issue  of  the  Herald,  we  had 
only  received  39  ballots.  At  that 
time,  33  people  were  interested  in 
seeing  the  architects,  18  wanted 
the  Vlad  site,  16  wanted  the  St. 
George  parking  lot,  4  wanted 
wanted  Robarts  lawn  and  1  didn't 
vote.  Wc  were  pretty  disappointed 
by  the  results  of  the  questionnaire, 
because  face  it,  the  number  of 
people  responding  was  pretty 
dismal.  So  we  tried  to  lay  a  heavy 
guilt  trip  on  you. 


It  seems  to  have  worked.  Since 
then,  we've  been  harassing  people 
in  the  Pit,  the  Pub,  the  lounge 
outside  the  reading  room,  at 
Taddle  Creek,  at  Vlad  and  at  the 
polling  desk  during  the  ICSS 
elections,  hoping  we'd  get  some 
numbers.  We  did!  As  of  April  3rd, 
we've  received  129  ballots.  96 
people  want  to  see  the  architects, 
33  don't.  17  people  want  Robarts 
lawn,  46  want  the  St.  George 
parking  lot,  and  68  want  the  Vlad 
site.  The  number  for  the  St. 
George  parking  lot  may  be 
misleading  because  some  people 
are  under  the  impression  that  we're 
referring  to  the  large  parking  lot, 
when  we  actually  mean  the  small 
one  between  Germanic  Languages 
and  Literature  and  CIUT.  One 
member  remarked  that  our 
committee  has  received  a  better 
response  than  the  ICSS  or  SAC 
elections  or  the  formal.  Thanks  to 
all  of  Vlad,  who  all  filled  out 
ballots,  and  to  everyone  else. 
Ballots  will  be  available  for  filling 
out  in  the  pub  (ask  at  the  bar)  until 
[he  end  of  the  exam  period. 

The  committee  is  going  into 
limbo  for  the  summer,  but  we'll  be 
back  to  haunt  you  all  in 
September.  Thanks  for  your 
support. 


Herald    Takes  Over 


Registrar's 
Office 


Linda  Pernios 

After  the  Innis  Herald  raised  the 
issue  of  dissatisfaction  with  the 
Innis  Bursary  policy,  the  1988-89 
Innis  College  Bursary  Committee 
undertook  a  review  of  its  policies 
and  procedures.  Although  the 
Committee  rc-affirmcd  that  Innis 
Bursary  decisions  should  continue 
to  be  made  by  Committee,  it 
reversed  itself  on  mandatory 
applicant  interviews.  In  future, 
applicant  interviews  will  be 
optional.  The  new  approved 
Guidelines  for  the  Bursary 
Committee  are  as  follows: 


GUIDELINES 

The  function  of  the  Bursary 
Committee  is  to  distribute  the 
funds  allocated  by  the  Office  of 
Student  Awards  to  students  with 
financial  need.  These  funds  will  be 
used  only  for  bursary  assistance, 
and  any  money  not  awarded  in  an 
academic  year  will  be  returned  to 
the  Office  of  Student  Awards. 

Decisions  should  be  based  solely 
on  the  facts  made  available  by  the 
applicant  and  the  amount  of  money 
available.  If  the  Committee  cannot 
reach  a  decision  because  of  lack  of 
information,  the  bursary  will  be 
deferred  until  the  information  is 
made  available. 


m  i  n 

Here's  Something 


Alex  Russell 

I  don't  know  where  it  was,  but  it 
was  a  few  months  ago.  A  friend  of 
mine  said,  "If  the  last  federal 
election  had  been  run  in  the  United 
States,  John  Turner  would  have 
won".  I  think  we  were  someplace 
where  it  was  uncomfortable  and 
unpleasant. 

No  kidding",  I  said,  keenly 
interested. 

"Yeah,  they  always  go  for  that 
patriotic  'wrapped  in  the  flag' 
stuff,  he  said.  Actually,  I'm  not 
sure  that  this  is  verbatim  or 
whether,  now  that  I  think  of  it,  it's 
even  close.  "They're  enslaved  to 
the  media",  he  said.  "And  basically 
really  stupid".  Or  something  like 
that. 

My  frcind  is  basically  really 
stupid  himself,  so  I  decided  to 
argue.  I  thought  really,  really  hard 
and  told  him  that  Americans  were 
in  favour  of  free  trade  with 
Canada,  so  obviously  they  would 
have  voted  for  the  other  guy. 
What's  his  name.  Mulroney. 

"Well  that's  not  what  I  meant", 
he  said.  "I  just  mean",  my  friend 
said,  "that  John  Turner  ran  the 
kind  of  campaign  that  only  wins 
elections  in  a  country  that  goes  for 
that  kind  of  mindless  patriotic 
rhetoric.  And  Canada  doesn't." 

"Okay.  So...",  1  countered 
brilliantly. 

"So",  he  said  eagerly,  sensing  a 
rare  victory,  "Canada  just  doesn't 
have  any  kind  of  national  pride.  Its 
spiritually  dead.  Look  at  the 
Olympics.  The  Americans  and  the 
Russians  have  tons  of  national 
pride  and  they  win  all  the  medals. 
The  East  Germans  too.  Canada  has 
none  and  we're  lucky  if  we  can  get 
a  top  ten  finish  in  doubles  luging. 
That's  what  truly  makes  us  the 
53rd  State." 

I  didn't  have  to  think  as  hard  this 
time.  I  came  to  the  point 

"You're  an  idiot",  I  said. 
"What's  so  great  about  having 
'national  spirit'  if  it  just  means 
being  as  stupid  as  the  Americans. 
First  you  say  that  Americans  are 
stupid  for  falling  for  people  like 
John  Turner  because  they're  too 
nationalistic,  and  then  you  lament 
the  fact  that  we're  not  just  like 
them". 


"That's  not  what  I  mean",  he 
said,  with  what  was  coming  to  be 
a  habit.  "Look.  The  group  mind  is 
basically  a  dumb  mind.  It  needs  to 
find  a  common  fantasy  to  identify 
with.  The  leader  of  a  country  is  the 
natural  cmbodiement  of  the  group 
fantasy".  You  could  tell  this  guy 
had  taken  a  course.  "But  a  strong 
identification  leads  to  a  strong 
country.  Look  at  Fascist  Germany. 
Hitler  captured  the  group  fantasy, 
and  made  Germany  into  the 
strongest  country  in  the  world. 
Now,  America  may  be  stupid  and 
corrupt,  but  George  Bush  is  no 
Hitler.  I'm  not  saying  that,  in 
order  to  be  a  strong  country, 
Canada  has  to  be  as  stupid  as 
America  any  more  than  I'm  saying 
it  has  to  be  as  morally  bankrupt  as 
fascist  Germany.  A  country  needs 
a  strong  sense  of  identification  to 
be  strong  itself,  but  the  ideals  and 
phantasies  with  which  it  identifies 
can  be  more  or  less  stupid  or  evil". 

"Want  another  beer?"  That  was 
me. 

"Canada's  lack  of  national 
solidarity  reveals  itself 
symbolically  in  the  Olympics",  my 
friend  went  on  and  I  wondered 
when  he'd  have  to  look  at  his 
notes.  "At  the  same  time, 
Canadians  reveal  their  intelligence 
in  failing  to  fall  for  someone  like 
John  Turner.  When  I  lament  the 
fact  that  Canada  has  no  national 
pride  I'm  not  expressing  the  wish 
that  we  be  like  the  United  States. 
I'm  simply  lamenting  the  fact  that 
Canadians  can't  seem  to  find  a 
common  figure  or  ideal  of 
identification  one  which  isn't 
openly  dumb  or  blatandy  evil." 

He  probably  went  on  a  lot  longer 
than  this  but  I  think  you  get  the 
gist  of  it.  Basically,  1  think  the 
point  was,  Canada  is  weak  and 
smart  and  America  is  strong  and 
dumb.  My  point,  I  felt,  was  still 
apt:  Yeah.  So... 

So.  Now,  it  being  a  few  months 
later,  I'd  like  to  draw  your 
attention  (if  you  will)  to  a  little 
matter  which  catches  my  fancy  as  a 
topic  for  this  month's 
commentary.  It  occurs  to  me  that 
the  idea  that  a  group  is  created 
through  a  common  identification 
amongst  its  members,  can  be 
applied  to  smaller  units  than  just 


Cops  Man!  Shhh! 


A  lot  of  people  seem  to  be  saying 
that  there  are  a  lot  of  drugs  going 
around  these  days  and  that  this 
should  be  stopped.  I  couldn't 
agree  more.  My  nicotine  addiction 
will  probably  kill  me  one  of  these 
days.  My  caffeine  addiction  is 
fucking  with  my  nerves  and  blood 
pressure.  God  only  knows  what 
society's  collective  sugar  addiction 
is  doing  to  our  bodies. 

Oh,  sorry  -  you  say  you  didn't 
mean  those  drugs.  Those  are 


okay.  Well,  how  about  alcohol? 
You  know,  that  stuff  that  turns 
you  from  a  human  being  into  a 
loud,  obnoxious,  stupid  and 
violent  semi-animal,  like  the  drunk 
asshole  rednecks  who  tried  to  beat 
me  up  once,  or  like  the  boorish 
jerks  with  a  permanent  hard-on 
who  rudely  try  to  pick  up  anything 
that's  female,  or  the  drunken  idiots 
who  are  ruining  Grateful  Dead 
gigs  all  the  lime  now. 

Ooops  --  you  weren't  talking 
about  that  drug  cither.  You're 
talking  about  the  really  really 
dangerous  ones  -  like  hashish  or 


countries.  To  the  extent  that  we  all 
belong  to  groups  —  the  Innertube 
Water  Polo  team,  the  Checkers 
Club,  the  Untouchables  --  we  all 
experience  the  feeling  of  solidarity 
that  comes  from  sharing  a  common 
identification.  And  I  would  be 
willing  to  assert  that  we  all  gain  a 
feeling  of  strength  and  meaning 
from  the  security  offered  by  our 
group  lives.  In  fact,  it  seems  to  me 
that  the  very  definition  of  a  group 
lies  somewhere  in  the  common 
identification  which  is  shared 
among  its  members. 

"Groups"  vary  in  their  formality. 
Some  groups  are  not  even 
recognized  by  the  members  of 
which  they  are  composed.  Groups 
which  lack  official  status  (Dead 
Heads,  Blue  Jay  fans)  are  less 
cohesive  than  more  firmly 
dillineated  groups  like  the  Young 
Anarchist's  League. 

The  Young  Anarchist's  League, 
in  fact,  reveals  the  importance  of 
the  group  identification.  I  don't 
know  if  there  is  such  a  thing  as  the 
Young  Anarchist's  League,  but  I 
do  know  that  there  are  gangs  of 
kids  in  downtown  Toronto  (the 
Untouchables  among  them)  who 
share  very  strong  ties  to  very 
clearly  dillineated  groups.  They  are 
united  by  the  channel  for  childish 
anger  which  "anarchist"  protest 
affords.  The  irony  of  this  situation 
is  that  the  supposed  ideal  of 
anarchism  (the  destruction  of  co- 
operative group  life)  provides  a 
common  fantasy,  through  which 
deprived  youth  can  construct 
group  ties.  This  also  reveals  the 
importance  of  group  security  for 
an  individual.  It  is  common 
knowledge  that  a  transient 
childhood  life,  in  which  a  family 
moves  from  neighbourhood  to 
neighbourhood,  presents 
difficulties  for  a  child.  The 
anarchist  kid  on  Yonge  St.  is 


marijuana,  maybe?  The  ones  that 
tend  to  make  you  do  things  like 
appreciate  the  beauty  that  life  has, 
and  that  induce  you  to  have  a  fun, 
mellow  time,  listen  to  music  and 
think  seriously  about  love  and 
peace.  Yeah.  Real  dangerous.  I 
mean,  they  wouldn't  be  illegal  if 
they  weren't,  right?  So  let's  see: 
they're  illegal  because  they're 
dangerous,  and  their  danger  lies  in 
the  fact  that  they're  illegal.  That 
makes  lots  of  sense. 

Or  were  you  refcring  to  L.S.D.? 
That's  a  serious  hazard  too:  it 
makes  you  think  about  why  things 
are  the  way  they  are,  and  it  allows 
you  to  explore  different  ways  of 
perceiving  the  universe  around 
you.  It's  so  dangerous  that  it  was 
heralded  as  a  major  new  tool  for 
psychiatry  in  the  '50s.  {Although 
this,  perhaps,  says  more  about 
psychialry  in  the  "50s  than  it  does 
about  L.S.D,  -asst.  ed.) 

So  it  comes  down  to  this:  if  you 
want  to  get  drunk,  make  an  idiot  of 
yourself,  decrease  your 
intelligence  and  become  basically 
oblivious  to  anything  except  your 
most  powerful  emotions,  you  can 
go  to  any  bar  and  do  so.  If,  on  the 
other  hand,  you'd  rather  have  a 
calm  evening  listening  to  music 
and  talking  about  interesting  ideas 
while  stoned,  you  run  the  risk  of 
having  your  place  broken  into  by 


suffering  from  the  worst  group 
deprivation  of  all  —  a  lack  of 
security  in  the  family  itself.  This 
kid's  defence  is  understandably  the 
most  dramatic  and  extreme.  He 
denies  the  need  for  group  ties 
altogether.  But  this  denial  cannot 
succeed  in  freeing  the  anarchist 
from  the  need  for  group 
identification  and  security.  He 
finds  it  even  in  his  denial. 

Groups,  I  think,  can  be  more  or 
less  healthy.  Gang  warfare  at  the 
Eaton  Centre  represents  group  life 
at  its  least  healthy.  A  common 
tendency  of  an  unhealthy  group  is 
the  projection  of  hate  onto  groups 
"outside".  The  skinheads  hate  the 
rockers.  The  rockers  hate  the 
punks.  The  Nazis  hate  the  Jews. 

So  does  Canada  lack  national 
pride?  I  dunk  we  lack  the  hatred  of 
outsiders  which  characterizes  the 
United  States  almost  as  much  as  as 
it  does  Fascist  Germany.  And  we 
do  suck  in  the  Olympics.  But  this, 
it  seems  to  me,  is  an  indication  of 
the  type  of  identification  which 
Canadians  share,  rather  than  the 


amount.  Canadian  identity  differs 
qualitatively  from  American 
identity.  My  friend  mistakenly  held 
that  the  United  States  differed 
qualitatively  from  fascist  Germany: 
one  was  dumb,  the  other  evil.  But 
it  seems  to  me  that  both  countries, 
to  varying  degrees,  are  both  stupid 
and  evil.  Germany  was  evil  but  it 
was  also  characterized  by  a  strong 
common  fantasy  of  identification. 
Germany  was  "stupid"  in  the  sense 
that  the  strength  of  the  country's 
common  identification  lead  to  an 
omnipotent  overestimation  of  its 
own  strength  and  superiority.  In 
the  United  States,  the  projection  of 
hatred  onto  communism  (Russia), 
drugs  (South  America)  and  crime 
(foriegners  in  general)  resmbles 
the  defensive  hatred  of  both  Nazi 
Germany  and  the  gangs  at  the 
Eaton  Center. 

Canada  may  be  lacking  in 
national  identity.  Perhaps 
Canadians  also  have  a  weaker 
identification  with  their  country 
and  its  leaders,  and  Canadian  and 
American  identity  differ 
quantitavely  as  well  as 
qualitatively.  But  Canada's  sense 
of  nationhood  is  not  to  be 
lamented.  Not  when  we  avoid  evil 
and  stupidity  better  than 
"stronger"  countries. 

Meanwhile,  we  still  suck  in  the 
Olympics.  The  trick  is  to  find  a 
way  to  form  a  strong  National 
identification  without  projecting 
evil  and  badness  onto  others.  If 
forming  unhealthy,  albeit  strong, 
group  ties  is  the  only  way  to  win 
gold  medals  in  the  Olympics,  then 
fuck  it. 


cops,  utterly  trashed  as  they 
ransack  it,  and  then  having 
handcuffs  put  on  you  and  being 
carted  off  to  the  police  station 
where  you  will  be  yelled  at, 
threatened  and  often  physically 
abused.  And  that's  without  even 
mentioning  any  possible  charges 
being  laid.  Yeah,  it  all  makes  sense 
to  me. 

I  can  see  why  drugs  like  cocaine, 
crack  or  heroine  would  be 
outlawed,  and  I  approve.  They  are 
incredibly  addictive  and  it  is 
society  which  pays  the  price.  (The 
fact  that,  while  illegal,  they  are  still 
easy  to  get  is  another  issue 
entirely).  But  it  is  utter  hypocrisy 
to  ban  such  drugs  as  marijuana, 
hashish,  L.S.D.  or  mushrooms. 
Despite  the  lies  and  propaganda 
that  our  oh-so-wonderful  police 
force  delights  in  peddling,  they  are 
no  danger  to  society.  They  are 
more  beneficial  than  anything  else, 
as  opposed  to  alcohol  or  nicotine. 
They  are  not  addictive,  again  as 
opposed  to  alcohol  or  nicotine.  For 
Christ's  sake,  how  stupid  are  our 
police  and  poliucains?  They're 
tossing  people  in  jail  for  crimes 
that  arc  not  crime  in  any  but  the 
strictest  literal  sense.  They're 
redneck  bastards  and  evil  old  men. 
They  can't  even  enforce  the 
assinine  laws  that  they've  passed, 
except  extremely  sporadically. 


They're  a  big  fucking  joke,  but 
they've  got  uniforms  and  guns  that 
make  them  a  scary  joke.  Instead  of 
freaking  out  over  gang  violence, 
let's  talk  about  the  biggest,  worst 
gang  of  them  all  --  the  cops. 

(I'd  like  to  make  clear  that  I'm 
not  completely  anti-cop.  There  are 
genuinely  good,  idealistic 
policemen  out  there,  and  they  lay 
their  lives  on  the  line  for  us  every 
shift.  Unfortunately,  a  lot  of  their 
colleagues  are  violent,  macho 
bastards.) 

1  will  reluctantly  agree  that  most 
people  need  cops  and  laws  to  keep 
from  killing  each  other.  I  will  not 
agree  that  most  of  our  drug  laws 
help  society  in  any  way.  If 
anything,  they  harm  it.  Most  of  my 
generation  know  that  the  drug  laws 
suck  and  have  no  social  value,  and 
this  turns  us  against  the  police  (and 
turns  the  police  against  us).  You 
wonder  why  Officer  Friendly  is  no 
longer  our  friend?  Because  half  the 
laws  he  so  zealously  and  often 
violently  upholds  are  stupid, 
immoral  laws.  That's  why.  If 
Officer  Friendly  had  any  respect 
for  his  job,  he'd  turn  in  his  badge 
until  the  laws  are  changed.  But  he 
doesn't  —  he  just  keeps  harassing, 
beating  up,  and  throwing  in  jail, 
kids  whose  only  'crime'  is  a 
search  for  enlightenment.  Way  to 
go,  you  self-righteous  hypocrites. 


Mary  Worth  Update: 
Odds  Are  It's  Over 


Harold  Innls 

As  fate  would  have  it,  the  only 
man  in  the  city  of  Toronto  who  has 
access  to  the  heavily  guarded,  the 
much  coveted,  the  totally  sawdry, 
steaming  with  ribaldy,  Mary 
Worth  file  was  unfortunately 
plowed  over  by  an  eighteen  wheel 
combine  harvester.  That  is  to  say, 
he  was  fertilized.  In  other  words, 
he  let  us  down. 

The  following  then,  is  a 
completely  fabricated  Mary 
Update.  We  have  no  idea  what  is 
really  going  on  and  Art,  as  we've 
already  mentioned,  never  even 
came  through  with  some  plot 
hints.  So  we're  winging  it  and 
you'll  just  have  to  trust  us. 

When  we  last  left  her,  Mary  had 
just  discovered  that  Grant,  her 
saddling  suave  buck  of  a 
boyfriend/love  captain,  was 
wanted  in  forty-eight  states  for 
photocopying  and  pedophelia.  Our 
heroine's  love  cruise  seemed  to  be 
coming  to  a  very  abrupt  halt  and  as 
this  month's  tale  of  woe  begins, 
Mary  is  seen  weeping  on  the  Ledo 
Deck. 

Ian  is  drinking  a  cognac  by  the 
pool,  a  thick  blue  cloud  of  smoke 
rising  out  of  his  pipe.  Ian,  if  you 
don't  already  know,  is 
overweight,  pompous  and,  at  the 
moment,  quite  high.  Never  a  big 
fan  of  Grant's,  Ian  chides  Mary 


■ 

for  being  too  accepting  and 
gullible.  Grant  is  "just  another 
gigolo"  to  Ian,  which  is  actually 
quite  true.  Mary  can't  stand  it  and 
gets  ripped  on  tequila. 

Upon  arriving  in  Puerta  Vallarta, 
Grant,  now  guilt  stricken  and 
broke,  resolves  to  make  good  with 
Mary  again.  He  sidles  up  to  her  in 
the  customs  lineup  and  whispers 
lightly,  "that's  all  in  my  past  now 
Mary,  trust  me.  All  that  matters 
now  is  you  because  you  are 
absolutely  altogether  everything 
I've  ever  wanted  in  a  woman. 
Your'e      gentle,  you're 


understanding,  your  caring  and 
you  give  a  mean  blowjob.  Please 
Mary,  reconsider  my  proposal. 
Marry  me."  Oh  my.  What  will 
Mary  do  in  such  a  tense  situation? 
The  readers  are  left  to  wonder  for 
the  next  seven  frames  while  we 
rejoin  the  Camerons  currently 
seeking  out  a  hash  dealer. 


Toby  is  getting  frustrated  in  the 
heat  but  Ian,  shaking  and 
distraught,  heads  down  another 
narrow  alley.  Mary  Worth  readers 
are  now  given  a  rare  treat  Action. 
With  horrifiying  suddeness  Toby 
and  Ian  are  set  upon  by  a  gang  of 
toughs,  held  at  knife-point  and 
subjected  to  various  rude 
suggestions,  all  within  a  two  week 
span.  Ian,  alrerady  shaken  by  his 
frustrated  search,  is  overwhelmed 
by  this  added  threat.  In  his  distress 
he  offers  to  sell  Toby  to  the 
ruffians. 

Fortunately,  they  are  saved  by 
the  local  police,  who  pull  up  in  the 
nick  of  time  and  ask  everybody  for 
their  papers.  Toby,  now  in  a 
swoon,  thinks  that  they're  asking 
for  rolling  papers  and  is  busy 
rifling  through  her  purse  when  Ian 
tells  her  that  the  police  have  been 
squared  and  the  best  thing  to  do 
now  is  hail  a  cab.  Has  Toby 
forgotten  her  husband's  faux  pas  ? 
Did  he  mean  it?  Could  this  be  the 
beginning  of  the  end  of  the  best 
damn  marriage  this  side  of  the 
Valley  of  Death?  Toby  is  certainly 
looking  fidgety  as  she  and  Ian  sit 
in  the  cab  on  their  way  back  to  the 
port.  Anxiety  ruffles  Ian's  brow  as 
he  stumbles  out  an  apology  to 
Toby  and  places  his  hand  on  her 
thigh. 

No  more  cheap  shocks  for  a 
while  and  we're  back  now  with 
Mary  and  Grant,  talking  over 
dinner.  Mary  is  hungover  and 
sickened  by  the  sight  of  Grant's 
"hungry  man"  steak.  Grant  is 
obviously  nervous  and  his  efforts 
at  making  conversation  fall 
pathetically  short.  "How's  the 
shrimp  salad?",  and  "They  seem  a 
cheerful  lot,  these  Spaniards",  are 


the  best  he  can  come  up  with. 
Mary  looks  ready  to  throw  up 
when  Tiffany,  Grant's  shadow 
from  the  past,  rushes  in  with  the 
marines.  Grant  tries  to  make  a  run 
for  it  but  collapses  in  a  heap  in 
front  of  the  cigarette  machine. 
Seems  he's  had  an  anorism.  Mary 
reaches  for  the  tequilla. 

Things  are  going  from  bad  to 
worse  for  our  heroin  and  the  next 
morning  we  see  her  being  nursed 
into  consciousness  by  Toby,  still  a 
little  fidgety  but  basically  in 
control.  Ian  enters  with  a  deft 
knock  and  a  double  scotch  and 
asks  the  ladies  if  they'd  care  to 
take  a  stroll  on  deck  before 
breakfast.  Toby  wavers  for  a 
minute  and  Mary,  now  in  her 
senses,  takes  the  opportunity  to  tell 
her  that  she  has  some  "real  hard 
gossip  to  relate." 

Ian  is  shooed  away  like  the 


skulking  dog  he's  turned  into  and 
Mary,  unhappily  begins  to  tell 
Toby  the  news.  Toby,  however, 
seems  more  concerned  with  her 
nails  than  Mary's  problems  and 
leaves  her  under  the  pretense  that 
she  has  to  pick  up  lan's  diet  pills  at 
the  pharmacist.  Mary  is  confused 
by  Toby's  behaviour  and  begins  to 
search  frantically  for  Ian's  stash. 

Well  it  looks  like  it's  going  to  be 
a  long  day  for  Mary.  Will  Toby 
continue  to  blow  her  off?  Will  Ian 
ask  her  to  blow  him  off?  These  are 
questions  that  Mary  and  the  reader 
are  both  left  to  ponder  as  this 
month's  episode  comes  to  a  close. 
Things  have  certainly  come  to  a 
head  and  the  inside  scoop  from 
United  Artists  Syndicate  is  that 
things  wont  let  up  next  month. 
Apparently  Mary  loses  her  sense 
of  reason  all  together  and  winds  up 
table  dancing  at  The  Golden  Rail. 


Totally  Fucked  Up 


Ace  St.  George 

I  was  going  to  bounce  on  about 
conflict  and  peace,  but  I  don't 
know  now.  It  all  started  a  few 
weeks  ago  in  a  poli-sci  class 
where,  during  one  of  the  few 
moments  I  was  paying  attention, 
the  prof  mentioned  something  like 
"people  are  expecting  China  to 
give  up  on  communism."  And  that 
got  me  thinking  about  the  role  of 
conflict  in  our  own  lives. 

What  if  the  Soviet  Union  gave 
up  communism?  What  if  one  day 
Gorbachev  announced  to  his 
people  and  the  rest  of  the  world, 
"Well  ladies  and  gentlemen  we've 
changed  our  minds,  we're  going  to 
give  up  on  this  communism  thing 
that  many  of  you  don't  like  and 
start  going  about  things  like  you 
do."  What  would  the  rest  of  the 
world  do?  What  would  the 
Americans  (I  make  this 
generalization  because  I  am  one, 
I'd  speak  for  Canada  too,  if 
Canadians  think  this  way,  but  I'm 
not  going  to  because  I  don't  know 
what  hates  the  Canadians  have 
been  taught  (if  anybody  tried  to  tell 
me  none,  though,  and  that  Canada 
was  only  a  good-natured  nation,  I 
would  laugh  ha-ha),  what  would 
the  Americans  do  if  they  could  no 
longer  hold  to  that  belief  that  they 
were  raised  on,  that  the  Russians 
were  flat-out  no-good  evil?  What 
could  they  cling  to  to  prove  that 
they  were  far  and  above  those 
Ruski-red-pinko-etccteras?  What  if 
the  Russians  had  absolutely  worse 
luck  with  capitalism  then  the  West, 
what  if  they  really  totally  fucked 
up?  Would  America  say  "Oh  look 
how  horrible  capitalism  is,  we 
don't  all  seem  to  be  doing  so  well, 
maybe  we  should  try  and  work 
things  out  better  for  the  entire 
planet."  Or  would  they  sneer, 
"Hah,  look  at  those  fucking 
Commie  idiots,  can't  get  it  right 
with  anything."  I  shudder  to  think. 
Or  what  if  the  Soviet  Union  really 
did  well  and  saved  themselves  and 
everyone  else  on  the  planet  with 


generosity?  Would  people  love 
diem  more  and  welcome  them  as 
capitalist  brothers  and  sisters  or 
would  the  rage  just  increase 
because  of  the  jealousy  in  seeing 
one's  enemy-image  do  better?  And 
I  thought,  does  this  relate  to 
anything  in  our  everyday  lives? 

And  I  thought  yes,  because  it  has 
to  do  with  things  like  reactions  and 
changing  of  beliefs.  How  much  of 
a  role  does  conflict  play  in  our 
lives?  Someone  said  to  me  the 
other  day  (my  mother,  in  fact) 
something  about  conflict  being  one 
of  the  things  that  keeps  us  going, 
and  that  it  was  unavoidable  in  our 
lives.  I  didn't  really  like  the 
thought  of  that,  that  would  mean 
that  there  was  no  chance  for  peace 
in  our  lives.  There  I  go  harping  on 
about  peace,  but  really,  think  about 
it,  it's  a  nice  concept,  but  how 
long  do  we  let  it  last  when  it's 
there?  Have  you  ever  experienced 
a  peaceful  moment?  Why  on  earth 
did  it  stop?  Was  it  you?  Was  it  an 
"enemy"?  It  seems  we  need  .some 
fundamental  instructing  on  how  to 
let  things  be.  Not  to  avoid,  but  to 
drop  the  pan  when  it  gets  too  hot. 
Somebody  hate  you?  Walk  away. 
They'll  stew  and  perhaps  be  faced 
with  their  silly  selves. 

Does  this  make  any  sense?  Does 
any  of  this  matter?  "Oh  yeah,"  say 
Leanna  and  Dave,  "this  from  the 
guy  who  said  he  wanted  to  kill  a 
person  who  wanted  to  butt  in  line 
the  other  day  at  the  movie  theatre." 
Well,  I  try.  Perhaps  I'm  a  slow 
learner.  And  with  a  huge  jump  this 
proves  that  learning  and  grades  are 
not  related.  And  with  another,  this 
means  don't  worry  about  exams. 
And  so  with  a  final  skip,  it's  very 
important  to  keep  learning  the 
peace-thing  and  don't  worry  about 
exams. 

I  must  ask  myself,  "Where  is 
this  all  coming  from?"  Is  my 
answer,  "Collected  ravings  from  a 
modem,  irrationally  overthmking 
youth?"  Well,  whatever,  now  that 
it's  out  of  my  head,  I  can  go  to 
bed. 


Mfeha 

Today,  boys  and  girls,  we  talk 
about  AIDS.  Now  I  know  this  is 
probably  the  millionth  article 
you've  read  (or  haven't  read)  on 
this  topic,  but  hang  in  there  for  just 
one  more  paragraph.  If  you  don't 
like  it  then,  you  don't  have  to  read 
any  more,  so  you  can  fuck  off. 

The  issue  that  I  wish  to  address 
is  St  Mike's  attitude  towards 
AIDS.  I  was  going  to  attempt  an 
intellectual  ironclad  argument,  but 
I've  opted  out  for  more  brutal  and 
opinionated  attack. 

Article  3,  section  4  of  St.  Mike's 
constitution  mentions  giving 
"particular  consideration  to  the 
Catholic  nature  of  St.  Michael's 
College."  Does  this  include  naivit£ 
10  the  point  of  brain  death?  Allow 
me  to  expand.  Peter  Devlin, 
President  of  the  Students  Union, 
according  to  an  article  in  the  Strand 
last  fall,  "questions  the  seriousness 
of  the  AIDS  threat  among 
university  students."  Funny,  the 


Health  Services  disagrees  with 
you,  sir.  But  of  course  your 
information  comes  from  a  higher 
source. 

Your  religious  views  have 
absolutely  no  p'ace  in  dealing  with 
the  AIDS  problem  on  campus. 
What  frightens  me  is  that  people 
like  you  may  some  day  enter  real 
world  politics.  Then  again,  the 
world  of  politics  is  already  filled 
with  selfish,  inconsiderate 
assholes.  "We  would  vehemently 
oppose  any  plan  to  distribute 
condoms  to  St.  Mike's  students." 
This  is  the  very  quote  which 
inspired  me  to  write  this  article. 
Being  Catholic  doesn't  make  you 
God,  and  disallowing  distribution 
of  condoms,  which  some  people 
are  embarrassed  to  buy 
themselves,  could  result  in  a  death, 
something  against  your  own 
doctrine. 

I  could  go  into  this  further,  but  I 
think  I'd  like  to  hear  a  response 
from  Mr.  Devlin  first.  On  a 
personal  note,  Peter,  if  you  want 
to  live  the  life  of  a  Catholic,  great 


A  couple  of  years  ago,  I  chose  not 
to,  but  that  doesn't  make  my  moral 
stance  any  more  or  less  valid  than 
yours.  And  expressing  it  is  fine 
enough,  but  don't  shove  your 
views  down  other  people's  throats 
by  making  policy  of  them.  This 
has  already  resulted  in  the  halting 
of  the  proposed  health  plan  for 
UofT,  among  other  things.  A 
friend  of  mine,  who  is  on  the  pill 
for  purely  regulatory  reasons, 
informed  me  other  concern  over 
paying  twenty  bucks  a  month. 
That's  a  fair  bill  for  a  student  to 
pay  for  Catholicism  on  campus. 

I'll  now  take  the  opportunity  to 
attack  the  practices  of  the  Catholic 
Religion  in  general.  Just  kidding. 
My  final  words  to  the 
administration  at  St.  Mike's  who 
advocate  Mr.  Devlin's  views: 
Since  you  seem  to  believe  that 
abstinence  is  an  achievable 
solution  to  the  AIDS  problem  on 
campus,  go  fuck  yourselves. 
Youve  out  stepped  you  bounds. 
This  is  life  and  death,  not  some 
silly  superstition. 


9  Rats  give  Birth 
to  Giant  Girl 


Yukfo  Koglln 

jean  dodl  quit  the  bank  job  and  currently  drives  around  town  and  does 
the  cofee  shop  thing. 

yk:  Couldn't  hack  it? 

jd:  1  guess  so. 

yk:  To  what  extent  do  you  think  Mr.  Kerouac  was  related  to 
the.. .the.. .hippies? 

jd:  I  can't  see  why  anyone  would  still  believe  that  there  is  "good"  after 
the  hippies  turned  in  their  hair  for  living  rooms  that  nobody  sits  in.  I 
mean,  you'd  think  the  Inquisition,  1st,  2nd  and  3rd  world  wars,  not  to 
mention  the  death  of  your  parents,  would  be  enough  to  make  people  see 
that  there  is  no  "good". 

yk:  Mama? 

jd:  Mama. 

yk:  Mamma's  dead? 

jd:  Mamma's  cosmic  pollen. 

yk:  Oh  shit.  Oh  shit! 

jd:  (looks  out  the  window  at  volvo  passing) 

yk:  I  guess  you're  right. 

jd:  Just  don't  go  make  it  a  religion.  o?k? 

(next  day) 

yk:  3rd  world  war? 

jd:  Yeah,  1st  and  3rd  worlds  getting  it  on  in  a  jungle  near  you,  no  bombs, 
per  say, just  $$. 

yk:  So  it's  all  been  bad  since  the  Inquisition. 
jd.Eugh,  no. 

yk:  (suspicious )  Are  you.. .Christian? 

jd:  "Jesus  was  the  only  Christian".  He's  got  his  and  I  got  mine. 

yk:  You  know  (snapping  his  fingers )  if  we  could  stand  back,  way  back 
from  our  lives  and  just  look  down  -  all  the  goods  and  bads  would  be 
alright. 

jd:  An  dats  da  name  a  dat  tune.  "Alright"  means  good,  by  the  way. 

yk:  So  you  can't  be  happy  when  you're  sad? 

jd:  Nope.  When  they  cross  over's  the  THING. 

yk:  But  it's  sick,  twisted,  no  good  or  bad,  there's  nothing  left. 

jd:  All's  left  s'what's  left.  Don't  try  and  ressurect  your  mama,  (a  low 
blow ),  she  took  good  and  bad  with  her  six  feet  deep. 

yk:  She  was  cremated.  I  sent  her  dust  to  Publisher's  Clearing  House  to 
make  them  stop  -  with  the  junk  mail. 

jd:  Did  they? 

yk:  No.  they  said  I  could  win  a  Winnebago  if  I  sent  them  three  more 
relatives,  and  subscribed  to  OMNI. 

jd:  Talk  about  your  "slaving  meat  wheel". 

yk:  "Wish  I  was  safe  in  heaven  dead". 

jd:  "Why  are  you  so  tragic  and  gloomy?" 

yk:  I  guess  it's  all  this...you  know. ..school  stuff. 

jd:  Sure  ain't  living.  Jack  hit  it  on  the  head  -  didn't  want  to  be  no  athlete, 
wanted  to  be  Beethoven,  ah  but  we  run  outta  geniuses  for  a  long  lime. 
We're  all  athletes  nowadays.  Eat  this  and  do  this  and  this  muscle  grows 
and  you  win.  Read  this  and  write  this  way  and  whammo  100  G's  a 
year.  Once  you've  won  the  world  championships  then  there's  nothing 

yk:  I  just  can't  catch  it,  you  know? 

jd:  I  saw  it  once  you  know  (very  deep  pause  here  )  life.  Life  as  a  babe, 
yeah  sure  I  followed  her  all  the  way  to  the  Finch  station  kiss  n"  ride  and 
then  she  got  into  this  Trans  Am  with  this  BIG  GUY.  (stunned  silence ). 

yk:  Actually,  I  caught  it  once,  that  life  thing,  under  a  dixie  cup  - 1  could 
see  it  trying  to  get.. .but  I  just  couldn't  find  a..liftcd  that  cup  and  tried 
to..but  it  jusL..got  away.  ONCE  AGAIN. 

(conversation  actually  took  place  in  dodot's  warehouse  on  two  chairs 
and  an  oak-paquelte  floor  over  the  Easter  weekend ) 


School 


Sometimes 

it  goes  like  that 


Grey  light  splashed  like  mud 
on  the  cracked  bedroom  window. 

You  dug  your  fear  into  my  skin 
and  I  sang  you  to  a  fitful  sleep. 
I  sang: 

Sleep  is  a  rust  iron  box, 

A  room  without  the  moon. 

Pull  to  your  body  barbed-wire  dreams 

The  sun  is  at  the  border  and  will  have  us  soon. 

My  heart  slammed  out  the  sixteenths; 
You  kicked  me  on  the  fourths. 
The  morning  screamed  through  the  traitorous  glass 
And  the  shards  bit  into  us  like  genUe  chimes. 
You  sang: 

I'll  pin  your  hands  to  our  Chrislman  tree 
If  you  don't  get  up  and  dance  with  me! 
Good  morning  my  love,  my  darling  one; 
Your  blood  is  on  my  tongue 
and  daylight  bums  your  bedroom  down. 

I  dragged  my  corpse  to  a  windowlcss  room 
plugged  in  the  kettle  and  made  some  tea. 
We  poured  it,  hot,  where  the  glass  made  us  bleed; 
I  kissed  you  where  you  let  only  me. 
You  said:  <■ 
I  hate  to  see  your  asylum  bum. 
I  loved  that  bed 
in  its  turn. 


Simply  Sampson  PennyNickelDimeDoIlar? 

in     yOUr  AceStGeorge 

Here's  a  funny  story  that  happened  to  me  the  other 

Restaurant  day 

iw^iauiaiu  while  walking  back 

from  school: 

r»  f-k  f~|  1 1  f»  I  was  walking  down  the  street 

T  uJJUUl  towards  home 

and  ahead  I  saw  a  young  man  approaching  people  for 
Braz  money 

and  I  thought: 
Oh  fuck 

and  then  I  thought: 
Well,  Universe,  do  what  you  will 
(an  attempt  at  letting  go 
and  all  that, 
which  I  try  to  do  now, 
in  fact  the  past  few  weeks  I've  been 
doing 

a  lot  of  that, 
you  know, 
spiritual  stuff, 
and  no  big  deals 
have  been  coming  into  my  life, 
and  sometimes,  (.less  and  less  perhaps), 
but  still  sometimes, 

my  mind  tries  to  create  little  instances  that 

will 

get  my  anxiety  GOING, 
keeping  my  mind  busy, 

working  on  future  things  that  may  never  happen, 
or  on  past  things  that  are  already  done 
with). 

Anyway,  I  keep  walking  and  I  think: 
The  man  Is  not  going  to  come  towards  me. 
Look,  he  Is  heading  the  other  way! 

But  no! 

He  turns  towards  me  and  says 

"mmmmmbbbbbbbbCollege  sf  reetribmmmbbb?  Can  you  give  me  a 
dollar?" 

And  I  had  been  thinking  in  the  few  seconds  between 
seeing 

and  encountering  this  fellow: 

What  about  your  Idea  of  pretending  you  speak  another  language, 
Ace? 

And  so  I  responded  something  like: 
"College  Street  here,  la  balla  milli  balla" 
And  pointed  ahead  strangely, 
cos  I  hadn't  decided  at  this  point  whether  I  was 
playing 
foreigner 

or 

crazy. 

And  I  strode  ahead,  my  hands  in  the  air, 
and  he  stopped 

and  looked  oddly  at  me  striding  across  the  crosswalk 
and  said: 

"You're  either  AN  IDIOT  or  faiNCH!" 
And  I  thought  this  was  so  funny,  and  so 
I  replied  in  french  sounds: 
"La  zaba  zarille" 
and  crossed  the  street. 

He  yelled  out: 
"You're  french." 

And  I  had  to  laugh, 
cos  I'm  not. 


She  sits  upon  her  wicker  throne 
And  begins  to  spin  the  boast 
She  draws  the  longbow  with  careful  aim 
Perhaps  it's  glorious  perhaps  it's  vain. 

(I  was  simply  Sampson 
charmed  into  your  arms 
A  would-be  hero  who  couldn't  see 
the  truth  in  his  own  hypocrisy). 

Plastic  plants  in  plastic  pots 
Among  them  she  seems  so  at  home 
She  weaves  tall  tales  of  taller  heroes 
And  perches  on  her  wicker  throne. 

(You  sold  my  memory  to  a  desert  caravan 
for  a  few  silver  shekels  and  a  few  ivory 
lies 

You  smiled  into  your  cracked  hand- 
mirror 

One  brown  eye  sparkled  one  brown  eye 
cried). 

She  twirls  hair  that's  almost  blonde 
With  a  smile  so  innocentsly 
She  laughs  about  Adam  -  rotten  to  the  core 
She  jokes  about  Sampson  -  that  hippie  bore 

(But  now  my  hair  grows  long  again 
I  can  feel  the  pillars  of  stone 
Should  I  tear  the  whole  charade  to  shreds 
Or  stand  forever  blind  and  alone?) 


School's  Out... 


What  I'm  Gonna  do  on  my 
Summer  Vacation 


This  is  the 
Dammit. 

Rlcardo  Campbell 

Janet  Abugov  has  a  point.  In  the 
last  issue  of  this  paper  she 
complained  about  how  we  were 
currently  "stuck"  in  the  sixties. 
She  was  talking  about  music.  We 
arc  not  actually  stuck  in  the  sixties. 
Toronto  is  being  turned  into  a 
concrete  block  filled  with  the 
conspicously  affluent  and  the 
disenfranchised  poor.  Our  streets 
are  car-jammed  until  around  two  in 
the  morning.  A  domed  stadium  is 
near  completion  at  a  location 
guaranteed  to  ensure  maximum 
headlines  and  prestige  but  also 
maximum  chaos  each  time  there  is 
a  game  or  a  concert.  Our 
university  president  is  talking 
about  making  "world-class" 
institutions  like  this  one  into 
private  schools  and  the  press  is 
pretty  much  supporting  this 
regressive  and  ultimately 
destructive  idea.  Folks,  it's 
definitely  the  nineties. 

It  is  true  however  that  there  are 
people  in  their  late  thirties  who 
prefer  sixties  music  to  Annie 
Lennox  (80's)  slinking  about  in  a 
Marilyn  Monroe  wig  (50's)  doing 
an  imitation  of  Mick  Jagger  (60's- 
70's)  in  the  video  for  "I  Need  a 
Man".  I  can't  argue  that  preferring 
the  late  Marvin  Gaye,  a  soulful 
artist  (and  a  lunatic)  who  doesn't 
deserve  the  California  Raisins  or 
The  Big  Chill,  to  Guns  n'  Roses 
or  the  Dayglo  Abortions  is  the 
sign  of  someone  being  attracted  to 
another  musical  era.  I  take  issue 
with  the  argument  that  this  is 
necessarily  a  BAD  THING. 

First,  as  a  Deadhead,  I  must  take 
exception  to  the  accusation  that 
those  of  us  who  love  Uncle  Fat's 
Band  also  go  to  the  R.P.M.  club 
on  Mondays  and  listen  to  I.Q.  of 
7's  incredibly  bogus  Psychedelic 
Sunday.  We  do  not.  The  club  is 
loo  expensive  and  inconveniently 
located.  While  its  idea  of 
psychedelia  is  somewhat 
enlightened  it  remains  a  prisoner  of 
plcbian  taste.  You  will  never  hear 
Hawkwind  there.  I.Q.  of  7's 
format  allows  for  the  playing  of 
tlic  puerile  Cat  Stevens!  They  also 
play  Led  Zeppelin  and  Alice 
Cooper  who.  while  a  great  deal  of 
fun,  have  about  as  much  to  do 
with  the  sixties  as  No  Mind. 

Secondly,  some  of  us  who  dig 
sixties  music  also  like  Sarah 
Vaughn  and  Van  Morrison, 
(Didn't  he  begin  his  career  in  the 


Nineties, 


sixties?)  I  prefer  Monk  and 
Coltrane  to  both  of  these  artists  but 
I'm  not  likely  to  hear  them  on  a 
jukebox.  There  are  some  who  like 
No  Mind.  We  are  also  capable  of 
enjoying,  even  loving,  the 
Eurythmics,  Hawkwind,  Lou 
Reed,  the  Cowboy  Junkies  and 
Jane  Siberry,  But  looky 
here.. .Cowboy  Junkies  —  they 
look  sixties  but  rework 
oldbJues... Shuffle  Demons  -- 
shamelessly  stuck  in  the  be-bop 
era?. ..Rare  Air  --  stuck  in  the 
thirteenth  century?. ..Michelle 
Shocked  —  stuck  in  50's 
rockabilly,  60's  folk,  70's  punk?. 
The  Hothouse  Flowers  sound 
suspiciously  retro  R  &  B  to  me. 
What  is  the  nineties  sound? 
Industrial?  The  Bulgarian  State 
Choir?  Neil  Young  and  the  Blue 
Notes?  The  thing  is  we  all  listen  to 
different  stuff.  In  the  early 
seventies  we  were  inundated  with 
fifties  rock  n'  roll  revivals.  Now 
it's  the  sixites.  So  what?  There's 
lots  of  different  music  for  the 
discerning  ear.  It's  how  important 
the  music  is  to  your  ears  that 
matters.  I  don't  even  listen  to  the 
radio  in  Toronto  anymore.  Those 
yuppie  barflies  who  prefer 
"Kokomo"  to  either  Jimmy 
Rowles  or  Butthole  Surfers 
propbably  rate  music  somewhere 
between  windsurfing  and  L.A. 
Law. 

Those  of  us  who  prefer  sixties 
music  to  maintstrcam  radio  also 
prefer  soul  to  cynicism.  It's  all 
just  a  little  too  passionless.  Maybe 
it'll  get  better.  I  doubt  it  though, 
even  though  radio  now  plays  the 
Replacements.  I  could  care  less 
about  The  Lost  Lennon  Tapes  (I 
don't  have  them  and  frankly  I 
think  Lennon  should  have  kept  a 
better  eye  on  his  tapes),  but  there's 
few  moments  in  rock  music  better 
than  Revolver's  'Tomorrow  Never 
Knows".  You  can't  judge  the 
sixties  by  a  bar's  jukebox  or  a 
yuppie's  car  stereo. 

Rock  and  roll  has  been  around 
for  three  decades  now  and  there's 
room  for  a  lot  of  tastes.  "I  Heard 
It  Through  the  Grapevine"  will 
survive  the  California  Raisins, 
Lawrence  Kasdan,  and  me.  (So 
will  Miles  Davis'  "Walkin"'.) 
Actually,  I  never  heard  the  Marvin 
Gaye  version  until  1981!  It  was 
on  a  British  jukebox  underneath 
the  Boomtown  Rat's  "Banana 
Republic".  Hey.  Now  there's  a 
tunc! 


Blitz 

So  I  was  just  sitting  in  the  pub 
minding  my  own  business  when 
this  woman,  flanked  by  a  couple 
of  scary  looking  roughnecks  in 
ugly  suits,  comes  up  to  me  and 
says,  "so  Blitz,  my  good  friend,  I 
hear  you  haven't  written  anything 
for  this  issue  of  the  Herald  yet. 
Now,  I  like  you,  and  I  don't  want 
to  have  to  get  rough,  so  let's  just 
agree  that  you'll  have  something 
written  by  tomorrow." 

"Well..."  I  said,  trying  to  think 
up  an  excuse.  But  before  I  could 
say  any  more,  one  of  the 
roughnecks  grabbed  me  and  threw 
me  across  the  room.  I  crashlanded 
on  a  table,  which  collapsed, 
sending  me  to  the  floor. 

"No  more  excuses.  Blitz,"  she 
said,  "or  I  might  have  to  do 
something  we'll  both  regret."  With 
that,  she  and  the  roughnecks 
exited,  leaving  me  groaning, 
bleeding,  and  racking  my  brains 
for  something  to  write  about.  Life 
as  a  Herald  colu  - 

mnist  ain't  no  bed  of  roses 
sometimes. 

Well,  all  that  came  to  mind  ~ 
other  than  a  mild  concussion  -- 
was  how  much  I  wanted  to  kill 
Bono.  But  no,  I  thought,  if  I  write 
about  that,  people  might  think  I 
have  something  against  U2.  Then 
it  hit  me.  This  is  the  last  issue  of 
the  Herald  before  the  summer!  I 
can  write  about  my  summer  plans! 
Sure,  it's  boring,  but  it  might  just 
save  my  life! 

So,  what  am  I  going  to  do  this 
summer?  Work.  In  Hamilton. 


Laura  Forth 

My  five  year  status  as  a  full  time 
student  to  UofT  hasn't  been 
achieved  through  much  hard  work. 
As  a  result,  my  undergraduate 
work  has  been  complemented  by  a 
very  sophisticated  form  of 
meditative  study.  Also  known  as 
Power  Napping,  this  study  varies 
in  length  from  a  scant  half-hour  to 
a  six  week  coma,  and  even  to  the 
honourable  4-year  B.A.  The  key  to 
success  is  location.  Thanks  to 
years  of  dedicated  research,  I've 
compiled  a  list  of  the  best  Power 
Napping  locations  on  campus. 

Hart  House:  Join  the  crowd 
for  group  napping  in  the  reading 
rooms!  Always  warm  and  often 
with  cheerful  fires  to  doze  by. 

Innis  College:  Front  entrance 
good  for  a  quickie  anytime.  For  a 
more  lengthy  sojourn  try  above  the 
Innis  Pub  (except  on  Friday 
nights). 

New  College:  Comfy  couches 
outside  boys'  residence.  Nice  and 
sunny  but  high  traffic  of  young 
desperate  males  makes  it 
dangerous  for  girls  who  say  yes 
but  mean  no. 

Robarls  13th  Floor:  High 
altitudes  make  falling  asleep  quick 
and       easy .       For  the 


Well,  that's  fairly  boring.  Also  too 
short.  Hmm.  What  else  am  I 
gonna  do?  I'm  glad  you  asked. 
After  I  get  thru  touring  with  the 
Grateful  Dead  —  I'm  replacing 
Jerry  Garcia,  who's  too  fat  and 
keeps  complaining  about  playing 
"El  Paso"  --  I  will  be  writing  a 
muckraking  expose"  of  what  really 
goes  on  in  the  Herald  office.  I 
mean,  everyone  already  knows 
about  the  sordid  love  triangle  of 
Jenny,  Alex  and  the  computer,  but 
few  know  that  the  computer  is 
actually  a  spy  from  Mars,  sent  to 
brainwash  the  people  of  Earth  so 
that  Elvis'  brain  can  be  brought 
back  and  implanted  in  Neil 
Young's  body,  where  it  can  take 
over  the  ENTIRE  WORLD!  It's 
true!  All  of  the  Herald's  editors 
have  already  been  brainwashed, 
turned  into  mental  vegetables  with 
but  one  goal  in  life:  the  subjugation 
of  Planet  Earth!  We'll  all  be  doing 
the  "Jailhouse  Rock"  for  our 
Martian  overlords  if  they're  not 
stopped  in  time! 

Anyways,  my  book  will  expose 
all  this  and  more  in  detail, 
hopefully  winning  me  the  Nobel 
Interplanetary  Peace  Award  as  well 
as  making  me  fabulously  rich. 
After  that,  I'll  become  a  member  of 
the  international  jet  set, 
hobnobbing  with  Mick  Jagger  and 
marrying  a  gorgeous  blonde 
bimbo.  This  takes  us  up  to  late 
July,  when  the  Ayatollah 
Christodoulou  --  oops,  I  mean  our 
beloved  V.P.  —  will  put  a  ten 
million  dollar  price  on  my  head  for 
writing  something  that  she  finds 
offensive.  However,  I'm  not  too 
worried,  since  judging  by  SAC's 
past  record  they're  too  incompetent 
to  hit  a  barn  with  a  can  of 
spraypaint  when  they're  standing 
inside  it  (except  of  course,  for  this 
year's  Innis  reps,  who  are  both 
brilliantly  efficient  and  gorgeously 
beautiful). 

But  eventually  I'll  grow  weary 
of  the  fame,  the  casual  sex,  the 
cocaine  and  the  private  jet,  and 
after  a  few  weeks  at  the  Betty  Ford 
clinic  I  will  give  all  my  money  to 
the  Replacements  (who  truly 


claustrophobically  inclined  there's 
a  tiny  "rest  room"  in  the  girls'  4th 
floor  washroom.  Co-ed. 

English  Dept  (7  Kings  College 
Circle)  2nd  Floor:  very  "mod" 
couches  for  the  tragically  hip.  Nice 
way  to  bump  into  professors  too 
(although  they  tend  to  hog  most  of 
the  couch). 

Diablo's  (in  the  J.C.R.  at 
U.C.)  slashed  vinyl  decor  in 
colours  that  cause  spontaneous 
tripping  and  hence  very 
enlightening  dreams. 

U.C:  Seasonal  napping  only. 
During  add/drop  weeks  nap  for 
hours  in  line  for  Registrar's  office. 


deserve  to  be  rich,  and  why 
haven't  you  bought  their  latest 
album  yet?)  and  become  once 
again  a  humble  student  at  Innis 
College,  sipping  Stock  in  the  pub, 
playing  euchre,  and  occasionally 
going  to  class.  Perhaps  I  will  meet 
a  charming  female  Film  student 
who  wears  ripped  jeans,  and  we 
will  spend  hours  discussing  how 
deep  Fellini  is.  Or  perhaps  I  will 
never  find  this  kind  of  soul  love 
and  will  become  increasingly 
embittered  and  cynical  and  turn 
into  Fuzz.  Who  can  say  what  the 
future  holds  for  us?  Certainly  not 
I.  And  even  if  I  could,  I  would 
choose  not  to  know,  for  life,  it 
seems  to  me,  is  best  lived,  and  not 
anticipated.  Ah  the  bittersweet  joy 
of  being  human! 

Enough  maudlin  bullshit.  This 
summer  I'm  probably  gonna  do 
something  totally  weird  on  the 
spur  of  the  moment,  and  until  it 
happens  I  won't  know  any  more 
about  it  than  you  do.  Hell,  I  may 
even  become  a  yuppie!  If  I  do, 
please  put  me  out  of  my  misery. 

Anyways,  just  a  couple  more 
things  to  say  before  I  go  do 
something  constructive:  1)  Thanx 
to  everyone  I  babbled  about  for 
giving  me  something  to  babble 
about,  and  special  thanx  to  Daniel 
for  restoring  my  faith  in  the 
younger  generation.  2)  Thanx  to 
Jenny  for  being  such  a  totally  cool 
editor.  3)  If  anyone  wants  to  start  a 
Replacements  /  Tom  Waits  / 
Ramones  style  band,  good  luck. 

See  y'all  next  year. 


Best  Bet:  Innis  Herald  Office. 
Devoid  of  human  activity  or  any 
other  distractions  that  could 
interfere  with  your  personal  search 
for  alpha-wave  Nirvana.  (Gee.  I 
hope  my  Mother's  not  reading 
this.ed.) 

Anyone  finding  more  prime 
locations  should  report 
immediately  to  me  upon  waking. 
Until  then,  this  is  the  most 
complete  list  I  can  muster.  So, 
anyone  wishing  to  sleep  with  me 
knows  where  to  do  it  ...  Good 
luck  with  your  Power  Napping 
studies,  but  most  of  all. ..Good 

night.  711717777737. 


Cruisin'  for  a  Snooze 


This  Ought  to  be  Plenty  Enough  Radium 


Steve  Gravestock 

Lilli  (Judy  Davis)  --  the  heroine 
of  Gillian  Armstrong's  High  Tide  - 
-  is  a  back-up  singer  in  an  Elvis 


impersonation  act.  (The  troupe 
joumeyrs  from  one  small,  barren 
New  South  Wales  town  to  the 
next,  performing  in  every  family 
oriented  dive  along  the  way.)  Lilli 
can't  shut  out  how  tawdry  and 
ludicrous  the  whole  enterprise  is  — 
onstage  she  smirks  constantly, 
barely  supressing  her  laughter  — 
and  she  can't  help  razzing  Lester, 
the  Elvis  imitator,  because  he  takes 
the  whole  thing  so  seriously. 
Finally,  he  gets  fed  up  and  fires 
her.  When  her  car  breaks  down 
immediately  afterward  and  she's 
trapped  ina  small,  dismal  burgh 
without  money,  friends  or  any 
obvious  way  out,  she  retaliates  oy 
getting  roaring  drunk,  ultimately 
collapsing  in  a  public  bath  singing 
Bob  Dylan's  "Dark  Eyes"  to 
herself.  Stuck  in  the  Mermaid 
Caravan  Park,  she  befriends  a 
young  girl  --  Ally  (Claudia 
Karvan)  -  and  ends  up  battling  for 
possession  of  her  with  the  girl's 
Nan,  Bet  (Jan  Adele),  a  crude 
woman  who  blindly  makes  her 
charge's  life  miserable  by 
protecting  her  too  much. 


I'm  at  a  loss  to  really  describe 
the  film  adequately  because  the 
plot  hinges  on  a  detail  which,  if 
revealed,  could  mar  your 
appreciation  of  the  way  Armstrong 
and  scriptwriter  Laura  Jones  work. 
They  tell  the  story  evocatively 
through  images  and  overtones.  It's 
the  closest  I've  ever  seen  a  film  get 
to  the  way  a  poet  develops  things. 
Details  and  hints  arc  planted  and 
come  to  the  foreground  in  the  same 
way  they  do  in  Keats'  odes. 
Scenes  appear  to  be  working  on 
one  level  and,  at  the  same  time, 
start  to  suggest  another,  fuller  one. 
Lilli's  collapse  in  the  bathroom  is 
understandable  on  the  basis  of  the 
details  I've  given  you.  Bat  the 
intense  feeling  of  regret,  self-pity, 
self -congratulation  and  self-hatred 
in  the  scene  --  and  in  the 
preceeding  ones  —  suggest  another 
reason.  We  find  out  later  that 
Lilli's  husband  died  several  years 
ago  and  she's  been  --  as  Ford 
Maddox  Ford  would  put  it  -- 
"falling  down"  ever  since.  She 


punishes  herself  for  not  being  able 
to  prevent  her  husband's  death  by 
taking  tawdry  fobs  and  basically 
degrading  herself.  It's  as  if  Isolde 
survived  and  embarked  on  a  life 
long  bender. 


Ooh  my  Aching  Head 


The  performance  of  this  new 
Philip  Glass  production,  held  on 
February  27  and  28  at  the  O'Keefe 
Centre  was  an  unusual  event. 
Unusual  not  only  because  the 
O'Keefe  Centre  was  packed  with  a 
young  audience  quite  different 
from  the  standard  patrons,  but  also 
because  the  performance  would  be 
difficult  to  classify.  A  strange 
mixture  between  a  rock  concert 
(performed  mainly  on  strings  and 
synthesizer),  a  theatrical 
monologue  and  a  frantic  slide 
session,  the  spectacle  was  a  hybrid 
crossing  of  genres  coming  into 
being  out  of  darkness. 

The  'story'  related  by  the 
programme,  is  roughly,  that  of  a 
character,  M.  (Patrick  O'Conncll), 
who  is  torn  between  the  reality  of 
his  present,  drab  life  in  New  York 
and  his  past.  This  past  has  a 
definitely  different  quality  of 
perception,  be  it  his  childhood  on  a 
farm  among  natural  landscapes  or 
his  abduction  by  aliens  and  his 
discovery  of  an  imaginary-like 
world.  M.  drops  in  and  out  of  time 
and  reality,  grappling  with  his 
memories,  and  finally  awakens  in 
a  hospital  where  he  is  made  to 
deny  any  contact  with  aliens.  As 
he  refutes  his  memories,  they 
disappear,  and  M.  is  released  as 


'cured'.  The  SF  or  metaphysical 
pretensions  of  the  text  remain 
obscure.  O'Connell's 
interpretation  was  not  enough 
controlled,  and  was  made 
unpleasant  by  the  questionability 
of  his  character. 

The  music  of  Philip  Glass  is  true 
to  his  traditional  style,  and 
although  extremely  simple  and 
repetitous,  it  has  a  pleasant  sound. 
Only  a  few  melodic  themes 
support  all  the  performance,  and 
each  musical  phrase  is  repeated 
endlessly  by  various  instruments, 
echoed  in  different  keys, 
occasionally  with  a  little 
ornamentation  added  here  or  there. 
The  sound  flows  steadily,  like  a 
deep  buzz,  rising  and  ebbing, 
trickling  to  a  crystalline  thread  of  a 
soprano  voice  and  then  increasing 
to  deep,  loud  vibrations  sustained 
by  the  drumbeat  again.  Except  for 
the  initial  blast  of  very  loud  sound 
(evoking  probably  the  "1000 
Airplanes"  ...  in  the  ear),  the 
volume  was  quite  bearable,  and  the 
musical  rhythm  had  an  organic 
cadence.  The  orchestra  members 
clad  in  black  had  to  perform  in  the 
sombre  shade  of  barely  perceptible 
spotlights.  One  can  only  assume 
they  had  learned  their  scores  by 
heart,  and  sympathize  with  their 
effaced  visual  presence,  although 
they  were  the  contributors  of  the 
best  part  of  the  performance. 

Unfortunately,  the  rather 
pleasant  quality  of  music  was 
marred  by  the  almost  continuous 
screaming  and  shouting  of  M., 
whose  vocal  volume  was  much  loo 
loudly  set,  so  that  it  competed 
quite  effectivley  with  the  orchestra 
itself.  Being  given  that  his 
monologue  was  meant  to  both 
convey  his  subjective  perceptions 
and  to  sprinkle  them  with  comic 
comments,  the  audience's  ears 
were  intensely  sollicited  and  the 
understanding  and/or  appreciation 
of  both  music  and  text 
compromised. 


The  film  expands  emotionally 
with  virtually  every  shot.  When 
Lilli's  getting^sack,  Armstrong 
pulls  back  to  show  one  of  the  other 
back-up  singers  —  the  one  Elvis  is 
cunentlu  shacking  up  with  -  lying 
on  the  bed.  The  movement 
augments  the  temsion  of  the 
moment  because  it's  clear  she's 
been  urging  Lester  to  fire  Lilli  and 
it  finishes  the  whole  segment 
perfectly  because  everything  we've 
seen  that  leads  up  to  it  is  reiterated. 


herself. 

Armstrong's  attention  to  detail  is 
exemplary.  Everything  fits,  right 
down  to  the  song  Lilli  sings  while 
in  a  drunken  stupor.  When  you 
hear  it  you  don't  really  hear  the 
song  so  much  as  you  hear  Dylan's 
past  successes  and  his  ling  siring 
of  failures.  It  also  romamicizes 
self-destruction  and  so  does  Lilli. 
Part  of  what  the  fnlm  is  about  is 
her  realization  of  how  juvenile  that 
perspective  is  as  well  as  her 
realization  thai  she  can  accept 
responsibilities  without  turning 
into  Bet,  whom  she  half  loathes. 

Though  ihe  whole  cast  is 
impeccable,  it  is  Judy  Davis' 
perormance  that  completes  the  film 


Russcl  Boyd's  fluid,  expressive 
camera  also  plays  a  crucial  role  in 
the  film's  success.  The  smooth, 
rapid  tracking  establishes  and 
sustains  the  emotional  intensity  of 
the  piece  and  elaborates  on  the 
characters'  relationships.  When 
Bet  spots  LUIi  watching  Ally  from 
a  window,  she  charges  after  her. 
The  camera  follows  Bet  from 
begind,  then  starts  to  pass  her; 
Armstrong  cuts  to  a  point  in  front 
of  Lilli  with  the  focus  still  on  Bel; 
the  camera  then  zooms  back  to 
place  Liili  in  the  foreground.  Boyd 
and  Armstrong  express  the 
emotions  involved  in  the  chase  and 
encapsulate  the  whole  history  of 
their  relationship.  Bet  represents 
the  responsibilities  Lilli's  avoided 
and  Lilli's  worst  assessment  of 


Finally,  Sirlin's  visual 
background  consisted  of  five 
concentric,  indented  pyramidal  cut- 
outs, creating  an  interesting 
perspective  effect,  against  which  a 
sequence  of  slides  were  projected. 
M.  was  walking  in  and  out  of  this 
dislocated  screen,  visually 
supporting  the  idea  of  stepping  in 
and  out  of  time,  crossing  the 
boundary  of  reality  and 
imagination.  Images  of  urban 
perspectives  of  square  buildings  or 
subways,  often  in  black  and  white, 
alternated  at  varying  speed  with 
green  forests,  clouds,  low-reliefs 
of  Eastern  temples  in  garish 
colours  or  geometric  designs. 
Nevertheless,  the  focus  of  many 
such  projected  slides  was 
intentionally  blurred,  their 
luminosity  dim  and  the  hall  sunk 
into  pitch-darkness.  As  a  result, 
the  audience  had  trouble  actually 
'seeing'  or  identifying  the  slides 
half  of  the  time. 

The  converging  result  of  such 
flickering  visual  effects,  of 
O'Connell's  hysteric  voice  and  of 
Glass'  music  created  an  effect  of 
sheer  aggression  upon  the 
audience's  senses,  certainly  not 
too  happy  of  this  exaggerated 
synesthesia.  The  oppressive 
implications  of  the  text  (is  M. 
crazy  or  not?  does  he  hallucinate? 
how  metaphysical  are  his 
conclusions?  how  coercive  is 
modern  society?  what  role,  if  any, 
is  allowed  to  imagination?  what 
may  mankind  become  if  deprived 
of  history/memory?  can  any 
individual  experience  be 
communicated,  and  if  yes  to  whom 
and  in  what  terms?  etc,  etc) 
accentuate  the  gloom  of  the  all- 
pervasive  darkness  of  the  stage. 
Despite  the  original  contribution  of 
image,  music  and  voice,  the 
performance  reaches  a  welcome 
end,  made  only  more  pleasurable 
by  the  sweet  contrast  with  the 
fresh  air  and  silence  of  a  February 
night. 


perfectly.  Few  performers  can 
really  express  internal  conflict  or 
intelligence  or  take  this  many 
risks.  Fewer  still  can  take  this 
many  risks  and  resist  pointing  it 
out  to  you.  Davis  goes  out  on  a 
limb  and  you  don't  even  see  the 
tree. 

This  film  is  only  available  on 
videotape.  It  was  released  in  the 
United  States  but  hasn't  yet  been 
released  here.  Since  it  has  already 
played  on  pay-TV,  it's  doubtful 
that  it  will  play  in  any  major  theatre 
chain.  Instead  of  going  to  such 
great  effort  to  get  post-Stalinist 
classics  from  the  Soviet  Union 
couldn't  the  rep  cinemas  relax  a 
little  and  show  this?  Just  once? 
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Jibberish 


There  was  an  article  in  Oh!, 
"Ryscrson's  Art  and  Culture 
Magazine",  recently,  about  how 
rock  is  dead,  by  some  goof  called 
Peter  Morrison,  who  managed  to 
babble  even  worse  than  I  do.  His 
point  seemed  to  be  that  rock  is 
dead  because  U2  sucks  and 
because  Jimmy  Page  is  still 
playing  old  Zeppelin  tunes.  Hmm. 
Maybe  it's  just  that  U2  and  Page 
are  dead,  and  rock  is  doing  fine 
without  'em. 

The  fact  is  that  yes.  the  top  forty 
sucks  (what  else  is  new?).  This  is 
seen  as  proof  of  rock's  demise 
because  in  the  '50s,  '60s  and  even 
some  of  the  70s  it  was  good.  I 
mean,  you  used  to  be  able  to  turn 
on  your  radio  and  hear  Chuck 
Berry,  Bo  Diddley,  Buddy  Holly 
and  Eddie  Cochran.  Now  you  hear 
U2,  Madonna,  U2,  and  someone 
with  U2's  guitar  sound.  I  admit 
that  that's  depressing.  But  instead 
of  jumping  to  conclusions,  it 


would  be  wise  to  look  beyond  top 
forty  radio.  In  my  oh-so-humble 
opinion,  this  decade  has  been  one 
of  rock's  best.  There  have  been  so 
many  great  bands  putting  out 
records  that  to  say  rock  is  dead  just 
shows  how  ignorant  you  are. 

Just  to  provide  a.  sampling  of 
'80s  talent,  how  about  the 
Replacements,  Hiisker  Du,  Jesus 
and  Mary  Chain,  Seven  Seconds, 
Asexuals,  Doughboys,  Black 
Flag,  Minutemen,  Meat  Puppets, 
Soul  Asylum,  Slow.  U.I.C., 
Dependents,  All,  and  the  list  goes 
on  and  on.  Any  of  these  bands 
deserve  as  much  respect  as  '60s  or 
'50s  icons:  the  fact  that  commercial 
success  has  eluded  them  doesn't 
diminish  their  power.  There's  a 
whole  world  of  rock  'n  roll  our 
there,  so  put  up  or  shut  the  fuck 
up!  If  you  wanna  sit  at  home  and 
whine  about  how  rock  is  history, 
well,  it's  your  right  to  make  an 
idiot  of  yourself,  but  for  myself, 
I'm  gonna  go  buy  the  new  Bob 
Mould  album  and  have  some  fun. 


4^- 


Feckless 


Steve  Gravesiock 

Cameron  Crowe's  Say  Anything 
is  a  very  traditional  film  about  a 
teenage  romance  which  crosses 
class  lines.  As  Jay  Scott  once 
pointed  out,  high  school  is  the  last 
place  where  class  divisions  are 
breeched  significantly  in  American 
life  or  American  movies.  After 
high  school,  members  of  the  lower 
classes  show  up  as  psychotic 
Vietnam  vets,  pimps,  or  --  for 
comic  relief  --  John  Candy.  In  this 
one,  the  boy  ~  Lloyd  Dobler  (John 
Cusack)  —  comes  from  the  lower 
class  and  the  girl  --  Diane  Court 
(lone  Skyc)  --  from  the  upper 
middle  class.  He's  into  kick- 
boxing  and  drives  a  battered 
Malibu;  she's  into  microbiology 
and  drives  a  brand  new  sporty 
foreign  model.  Her  father,  of 
course,  hates  Lloyd. 

This  might  sound  depressingly 
like  the  kind  of  material  John 
Hughes  regularly  farmed  out  to 
Howard  Deutsch  (see  Pretty  in 
Pink  or  Some  Kind  of 
Wonderful)-  Crowe's  intelligent 
though  and  has  a  nice  deft  touch. 
The  movie  glides  along  sweetly. 
It's  a  real  relief  not  to  be 
bombarded  with  a  slate  of  the  art 
soundtrack  everyiime  the  scene 
changes.  There's  a  hesitant,  lyrical 
tone  to  the  scenes  between  Cusack 
and  Skye,  especially  at  the  end  of 
their  first  date.  Their  awkwardness 
tums  into  poetry.  Crowe  --  who 
wrote  Fast  Times  at  Ridgemount 
High  —  displays  a  great  ear  for 
dialogue  and  character.  Diane  -- 
the  upper  class  one  --  speaks  in 
finished  sentences,  paragraphs 
nearly,  complete  with  strategic 


pauses.  Lloyd  --  the  lower  class 
one  —  has  what  his  best  friend 
Corey  (Lili  Taylor),  calls  a 
"nervous  diking  thing"  and  talks 
off  the  top  of  his  head,  usually 
incessandy.  There's  a  nice  dig  at 
the  current  obsession  with  teenage 
slang  in  the  opening  scene  when 
Lloyd,  Corey  and  another  friend 
get  confused  about  which  terms 
mean  what. 

Crowe  plays  with  audience 
expectations  about  character. 
Diane,  the  go-getter,  is  rather 
diffident.  As  class  valedictorian, 
she  finishes  her  speech  by 
announcing  that  she's  very  scared; 
one  of  the  principal  reasons  she's 
attracted  to  Lloyd  is  that  she  feels 
safe  with  him.  Lloyd  —  the  one 
with  no  future  --  is  extremely 
responsible.  At  a  big  party,  he's 
the  one  entrusted  with  the  guests' 
car  keys.  He  handles  people 
beautifully,  plugging  into  the  level 
they're  operating  on  immediately, 
whether  they're  kids  or  slobbering 
drunks.  He's  truly  suave  in  a  high 
school  kind  of  way.  They 
complement  one  another  nicely. 
He's  easy-going  and  diffident; 
she's  driven  and  diffident.  They 
match  up  tempermentally  in 
fundamental  ways. 

As  an  actor,  John  Cusack  has 
matured  significantly.  He  still  does 
the  same  likeable-nervous- 
teenager-who'll  grow-out-of-it- 
stuff  that  he's  done  in  the  past  but 
he  also  conveys  some  maturity  and 
doubt,  qualities  he  hasn't  been  able 
to  establish  elsewhere.  He  does 
good  work  here,  especially  in  a 
scene  after  Lloyd  and  Diane  break 
up  and  he  drives  around  in  his 
Malibu,  moaning  into  a  tape 
recorder  while  trying  to  figure 
things  out. 


As  the  hyper-protected  beauty 
Diane,  lone  Skye  does  something 
that  teen  performers  usually  don't. 
Most  deliver  highly  polished 
performances  --  facades  you 
couldn't  crack  with  a  pile  driver  -- 
but  Skye  has  a  beautiful  receding 
quality  like  Chantal  Goya  in 
Masculine-Feminine.  She  captures 
a  certain  fecklessness  --  and  I 
mean  this  in  a  positive  sense  -- 
which  teenagers  have.  Crowe 
reverses  the  way  this  normally 
works.  Diane's  sure  of  herself 
intellectually  and  sholastically  and 
unsure  in  other  areas.  Probably  her 
best  scenes  come  with  her  father 
(John  Mahoney)  whom  she's 
exptremely  close  to.  When  he 
clearly  refuses  to  listen,  her 
responses  mix  frustration,  shock, 
and  repression.  She  doesn't  quite 
want  to  focus  on  how  much  he 
refuses  to  hear  her  or  what  that 
means. 

Lili  Taylor  —  last  seen  in  Mystic 
Pizza  —  has  become  an 
accomplished  comedienne.  As 
Corey,  she  pops  in  and  out  of  the 
movie  to  give  advice  to  Lloyd, 
never  failing  to  relate  things  to  her 
ex-boyfriend  Joe,  whom  she  wrote 
sixty -three  excruciating 
melodramatic  songs  about.  At  one 
point  when  Lloyd  asks  her  what  to 
do,  she  tells  him  he  has  to  show 
Diane  that  he  respects  her,  that  he 
cares  for  her,  that  he's  a 
gentleman.. .that  he's  not  like  Joe. 
The  role  is  small  and  rather  stock  - 
-  to  some  extent  it  seems  to  be  a 
jab  at  another  pop  cliche1  about 
teenagers,  that  they're  ready  to 
lake  a  Brody  whenever  things 
don't  quite  turn  out  —  but  she 
brings  a  considerable  amount  of 
charm  and  energy  to  it 

John  Mahoney  gives  a  solid 


performance  as  James  Court, 
Diane's  escessively  exuberant, 
ultra-pro tective  father.  He's  jusl 
exuberant  enough  to  make  you 
doubt  him  and  goofy  enough  to 
make  you  like  him,  at  least  a  bit. 
After  Diane  wins  a  highly  prized 
scholarship,  he  charges  off  to  tell 
her  in  person,  bellowing  "Rikki 
Don't  Lose  that  Number,"  in  a 
voice  that  makes  Ian  Curtis  sound 
like  Neil  Finn. 

The  film  does  have  a  lot  of 
flaws.  Specifically,  Corwe  has  the 
David  Mamet  problem.  He  has  a 
definite  talent  for  dialogue  and  he 
establishes  what  he  wants  in 
individual  scenes  but  dramatically 
and  structurally  he's  a  little  weak. 
The  scenes  aren't  punched  up 
enough  to  give  the  film  sufficient 
tension.  Moreover,  there's  way 
too  much  time  spent  on  a  sub-plot 
about  the  IRS  investigating 
Diane's  father.  It's  resolution  fits 
thematically  bui  Crowe  spends  so 
much  time  on  it  we  expect  a  lot 
more.  If  he  wanted  to  make  it 
work  he  should  have  speni  more 
time  explaining  Court  in  order  to 
legitimately  earn  sympathy  for  the 
character.  We're  simply  expected 
to  sympathize  with  him. 

A  lot  of  the  plot  details  stick  out, 
way  out.  At  times,  the  imagery  is 
rather  awkward  as  if  Crowe  was 
writing  at  ludicrous,  Sidney  Janet 
speed  and  couldn't  spare  the  time 
to  come  up  with  the  right,  or  even 
a  better  image.  On  their  first  date, 
for  example,  Lloyd  cautions  Diane 
about  some  broken  glass  in  front 
of  her.  We  know  that's  going  to 
crop  up  again  and  it  sure  does. 
Crowe  isn't  entirely  comforable 
with  the  romance  either.  He's 
more  at  home  with  straight 
comedy.  The  best,  most  complete 


scene  occurs  when  Lloyd  decides 
to  ask  some  friends,  who  spend 
their  time  in  the  parking  lot  of  the 
gas  and  sip  drinking  beer,  about 
women  and  they  rattle  off  bullshit. 

Most  of  the  problems  in  the  film 
are  the  kind  that  writers  turned 
directors  like  Crowe  always  face, 
at  least  initially,  or  they  crop  up 
because  he  has  to  choose  between 
character  and  plot  or  he  just  tries 
something  he's  not  quite  up  to  and 
that's  a  good  sign.  None  of  these 
faults  are  inexcusable  or  really  ruin 
the  film.  Crowe's  nice  breezy 
touch  effectively  mutes  them.  In  a 
way,  the  film  mirrors  Lloyd:  easy- 
going but  uncertain,  not  mature  but 
close. 


Look  Out  Sonny  Bono! 


Keith  Denning 

Well,  here  I  am  again,  returning 
to  the  fold  that  I  had  totally 
forsworn  (though  certainly  not 
because  of  my  fellow  sheep).  The 
Herald  office  has  changed 
somewhat  since  I've  last  been 
here.  I  counted  sixty-six  beer 
bottles  under  the  carrel.  Innis 
remains  pretty  much  the  same  as 
far  as  I  can  tell,  which  is  good. 
Don't  confuse  this  sheep  by 
changing  the  pasture. 
So  one  year  ago  I  was  sweating 
like  all  you  poor  stoodents  who  are 
reading  this  fishwrap,  writing  final 
papers,  exams,  cramming  etc.  etc. 
ad  inf.  And  after  all  was  said  and 
done,  understandably  enough,  I 
bade  ihis  institution  a  fond  farewell 
in  favour  of  a  year  or  five  of 
working,  paying  rent,  living  like  a 
REAL  HUMAN  BEING  and  not 
some  inmate  forced  by  parents  or 
social  conscience  or  what  have  you 
to  read  Dickens  and  listen  to  my 
philosophy  professor  insult 
Heidegger. 

I  had  to  humanize  myself.  1  had 
to  get  my  nose  out  of  the  book  and 
onto  the  grindstone,  right?  I 
mean,  any  self-respecting 
ambidous  young  man  would  have 
done  the  same,  right?  Find  out  the 
meaning  of  life  and  all  that  cal 
while  making  a  decent  buck  along 
with  all  the  other  honest  upright 
folks  making  decent  bucks  to  put 
all  you  slackers  through  school. 

Well,  dear  reader,  that  was  a  good 
one  on  me.  I  mean,  who  really 
wants  to  spend  his  life  waiting  on 
tables  anyway?  I  only  know  one 
person  who  truly  loves  and  adores 


lighting  other  people's  cigarettes 
and  clearing  other  people's  scraps 
whilst  finding  just  the  right  balance 
between  total  politeness  (which 
gets  you  no  tip)  and  absolute 
obsequious  grovelling  (also  no 
tip).  You  wouldn't  like  this  guy 
either,  I'm  sure. 

So,  hey,  I  got  my  own  pad,  man, 
I  got  a  JOB,  which  meant  money, 
I'm  out  from  under  the  wing,  I've 
fled  the  nest  thank  you  so  long  I'm 
set  for  life  MY  VERY  OWN 
DESTINY  OF  MY  CHOOSING 
goodbye.  I'm  paying  my  own 
rent,  I'm  working  full-time, 
putting  a  little  bit  away  here  and 
there,  scrimping  and  saving,  you 
know  how  it  is  when  you  gotta 
really  WORK  for  a  living  instead 
of  this  hippie-dippie  what-is-the- 
underlying-theme-of-blah-blah- 
blah  garbage.  And  guess  what,  of 
course,  I'm  a  miserable  case  of 
undiscovered  talent  and  genius 
because,  of  course,  I'm  no  longer 
working  in  a  restaurant  at  this 
time,  I'm  a  security  guard,  and 
there  isn't  a  security  guard  living 
who  can  spell  his  name  let  alone 
do  anything  other  than  sit  around 
and  drool  at  the  Sunshine  girls  and 
then  turn  to  the  comics  page  and 
laugh  at  Garfield  and  not 
understand  Bloom  County,  is 
there?  I  mean,  security  guards 
have  to  be  stupid  and  somewhat 
catatonic  or  else  they  wouldn't  be 
able  to  sit  there  for  hours  on  end 
doing  diddly-squat,  right?  So,  of 
course,  I'm  stupid  since, 
following  the  syllogism,  all 
security  guards  have  been 
lobotomized  and  tranquilized,  I  am 
a  security  guard,  therefore  I 
suddenly  find  myself  WITHOUT 
A  BRAIN.  And  oh,  how  I  long 
for  someone  to  appreciate  the  fact 
that  I  can  actually  write  a  coherent 
sentence,  that  I've  actually  read  a 
book  other  than  "The  Incredible 
Hulk  Goes  To  Moscow",  that  I 
proudly  cannot  recite  a  single  line 
from  any  Police  Academy  movie 


and  that  I  don't  drink  Bud  Light 
and,  moreover,  ha  ha  ha,  that 
underneath  this  cool  calm  exterior  I 
have  delusions  of  being  a 
composer. 

"So,  are  you  a  composer?"  asks 
this  lady  at  the  Music  Gallery  some 
months  later.  I  hadn't  been  there 
for  a  long  time,  either  because  I 
had  been  working  (i.e.  tired)  or 
unemployed  (i.e.  broke). 

"YES  I  AM,"  I  said  as  calmly  as  I 
could,  trying  to  downplay  my 
great  elation  that  someone  had 
finally  looked  into  my  eyes  and 
seen  Bach  and  Beethoven  and 
Schoenberg  and  Lester  Young  and 
Stravinsky  and  Miles  Davis  and 
Patti  Smith  and  Steve  Reich  and 
Tom  Waits  and  Debussy  all  mixing 
around  in  my  mind  and  coming  out 
as  Keith  Denning,  musician, 
composer,  Artist  with  a  Vision,  by 
God. 

"Oh.  Who  are  you  studying 
with?" 

Bach  and  Beethoven  and 
Schoenberg  and  Lester  Young  and 
Stravinsky  and  Miles  Davis  and 
Patti  Smith  and  Steve  Reich  and 
Tom  Waits  and  Debussy. 
But  they're  dead,  some  of  them, 
and,  sorry,  you  just  don't  look 
cool  enough  to  know  Steve  Reich, 
besides  which  he's  passi  now, 
don't  you  know  anything?  And 
who  is  Tom  Waits? 

Well,  sorry,  Ms.  let's-sec-your- 
degree-just-to-check-your-status- 
as-a-human-being,  sorry  to 
disappoint  you.  I  am  studying 
with  all  of  the  above,  and  I've 
found  it  to  be  very  cost-effective, 
and  moreover,  they  don't  bother 
me  if  I  don't  do  my  homework. 

Of  course,  I  actually  said 
"Nobody,"  since  I  have  a 
predisposition  towards  honesty 
which  I  can't  for  the  life  of  me  get 
rid  of.  That,  predictably  enough, 
ended  the  discussion.  I  sipped  my 
wine  and  listened  to  the  next  piece, 
which  was,  in  my  own  supremely 
uneducated  opinion,  garbage. 


Yes,  garbage  was  heaping  up  all 
over  the  place.  Who,  who  would 
see  the  light,  hear  the  music?  Who 
would  discover  this  frustrated 
young  artist  trying  to  buck  the 
system  and  skip  four  years  of 
university? 

Nobody,  of  course.  I  was  a 
Lumpen,  one  of  he  Great 
Unwashed.  It  had  to  be  said.  I 
was  uneducated.    And  I  didn't 


have  a  degree  either. 
Truth  be  told,  I  was  and  am. 
"You  have  Grade  4  Harmony,  Mr. 
Denning?  How  impressive.  Have 
you  ever  read  any  of  the  Dick  and 
Jane  series?  They're  probably 
right  up  your  alley."  Alright,  fine, 
Mr.  Denning,  what  are  you  going 
to  do  about  it? 

Gee,  I  guess  I'll  have  to  go  to 
school  or  something. 


d'^  tif  D3& 
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Picture  This... 


Give  a  Hoot:  Take  my  Loot  but 
don't  Pollute 


Chen  Burda 

It  used  to  be  you  could  go  to  the 
variety  store  and  purchase  some 
variety:  pop,  cigarettes,  milk, 
microwave  nacho  flavoured 
popcorn.  Now  the  comer  store 
offers  a  variety  of  rudeness:  grrr, 
snarl,  scragg.  I'm  talking  about 
G's  supermarket  at  the  comer  of 
Huron  and  Bloor  which  is 
infesting  old  Rochdale  College,  a 
place  that  once  represented  love, 
peace  and  friendly  service.  The  G 
store  has  no  love  10  offer  its 
customers;  it  pollutes  Rochdale's 
memory  with  evil  and 
contaminates -the  entire  Si,  George 
campus  with  just  plain  nastiness. 

Just  what  is  so  nasty  about  this 
store,  you  ask?  Allow  me  to 
describe  my  experience  with  a 
brief  anecdote. 

I,  a  Huron  St.  resident, 
frequented  the  place  earlier  in  the 
year.  Once  in  December  I 
purchased  a  large  tub  of  yogurt 
along  with  a  few  other  items. 
Upon  discovering  that  the  yogurt 
was  bad,  I  returned  to  the  store 
and  politely  asked  for  a  refund. 
The  snarling  beast  behind  the 
counter  stuck  her  face  in  the  rancid 
container  and  disappeared  into  the 
back  of  the  store.  For  many  long 
moments  I  was  left  only  lo  wonder 
if  she  would  return  at  all.  A  long 
line  of  customers  were  wondering 
too.  She  did  return.  Still  growling, 
she  pounded  the  keys  of  the  cash 
register,  clawed  at  it  for  $2.75  and 
smashed  it  down  on  the  counter  in 
front  of  me  muttering,  "here's 
your  money  then.  Take  it."  She 
refused  to  even  look  at  me,  let 


alone  apologize.  I  scooped  up  the 
money  somewhat  reluctantly  and 
found  myself  aplogizing  to  her. 

On  the  way  home,  with  my  dirty 
money,  I  made  a  silent  pact  with 
myself  to  boycott  the  store. 
However,  inherently  lazy  as  I  am, 
I  found  myself  reluming  to  the 
hellish  establishment  (I  happen  to 
live  only  a  block  south  of  the 
place).  I  tried  to  purchase  a  botde 
of  pop  with  a  pocketful  of  change. 
The  same  creature  behind  the 
counter  looked  at  me  with  disgust 
and  said,  "I  will  not  accept  more 
than  fifty  pennies  unless  they  are 
rolled". 

"That's  fine",  I  replied  and 
counted  out  fourty-five  and  paid 
the  rest  in  oiher  coins. 

"No!"  she  barked.  "I  will  only 
accept  twenty-five  cents". 

"OK",  I  said,  and  began  to  count 
out  twenty-Five  cents. 

"I  cannot  accept  your  change!" 
she  snarled,  and  turned  to  the  next 
customer. 

My  companion  asked  calmly, 
"Isn't  money  -  money?" 

She  ignored  us  and  shooed  us 
away  like  bothersome  pests.  When 
I  questioned  why  she  was  so  rude 
to  her  customers,  she  replied,  "I 
don't  know  what  you're  talking 
about  and  we  do  not  need  your 
business  anyway". 

I  accepted  my  fate  not  lo  shop  at 
G's  supermarket  anymore; 
however,  after  learning  that  a 
number  of  my  friends  received  the 
same  treatment  I  was  left  to 
wonder  why  this  evil  institute 
should  deserve  anyone's  business 
at  all.  One  friend  in  particular,  a 
fellow  Innis  student  and  the  nicest 


person  you  would  ever  want  to 
meet,  also  boycotted  the  store 
many  months  ago.  She  told  me 
about  a  time  when  she  tried  to 
purchase  some  cigarettes  and  was 
treated  so  rudely  that  she  asked  the 
woman  behind  the  counter,  like  I 
did,  why  she  was  so  rude  to  her 
customers.  The  woman  told  my 
friend,  like  she  told  me,  that  she 
didn't  need  my  friend's  business. 
Sounds  familiar. 

So  why  do  people  --  nice,  good, 
respectable  people  --  continue  to 
shop  there?  It's  convenient?  Close 
to  Innis?  Because  it  carries  some 
really  groovy  baked  goods?  My 
plea  to  anyone  who  reads  this, 
because  all  Herald  readers  are 
sensible  humans,  is  to  boycott  G's 
supermarket,  even  if  it  means 
having  to  walk  an  extra  block 
down  Bloor  St.  There  are  some 
really  nice  people  at  October 
Variety  Store,  or  Bloor 
Convenience,  and  even  Bloor 
Super  Save  is  cool.  Please,  as  an 
environmentalist  I  beg  you,  stop 
Nasty  Pollution  from 
contaminating  our  city. 


Warren  Flck 

Picture  a  waterfall  so  beautiful  it 
is  beyond  comprehension,  the 
water  so  pure,  the  glint  of  the 
wake  is  graceful.  The  descent  a 
matter  of  forty  metres;  all  gone. 
This  is  the  picture  of  Paradise 
Lagoon.  I've  been  there,  three 
days  from  any  base  camp,  thiry- 
five  miles  from  the  real  world. 
Waist-deep  in  waterfall  so 
picturesque,  it  speaks  of  wonder. 
It  demands  that  you  cry  out  "I'm 
Free!" 

The  loggers  arrive,  right  in  the 
crest  of  your  fulfillment.  In  three 
days  a  road  will  be  built  right 
across  the  source  of  this 
splendour.  Severe  anger  is  your 
first  reaction.  Then  depression. 
You  say  to  yourself,  "where  is 


Smokey  the  Bear  when  you  need 
him?"  You  see  the  saddened  eyes 
of  eight  other  people,  and  you 
know  the  world  is  wrong. 

This  is  the  plight  of  the 
Temagami  wilderness.  The 
pamphlets  have  been  circulated, 
but  the  effort  is  too  late  to  save 
Paradise  Lagoon.  Part  of 
Humankind's  access  to  nature  will 
be  gone.  The  Temagami 
Wilderness  Society  needs  you. 
This  is  not  a  pledge  drive,  but 
rather  an  attempt  to  project 
awareness.  Even  the  Provincial 
Parks  will  soon  be  under  debate. 
Please  become  aware.  We  can 
prevent  any  further  devastation  of 
our  Northlands,  whether  it  is  a 
logging  road  or  a  super-highway. 
Together  we  can  make  a 
difference. 
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V  Cor-  Set  In  TV  CUX* 


Dome  Seats  to  be  Plaid 


for  Sale 

Tree  PCanting  Baas 
and  Shovel 
Tine-  Condition 
Call  RicFiarcC 
769-6920 


Greg  Sutton 

This  year  the  men  at  Innis 
College  enjoyed  another  successful 
season  of  athletics.  In  football,  the 
College  said  a  tearful  farewell  lo 
the  Innis  Crimson  Tide  and  its 
long-standing  tradition  of 
excellence.  Due  to  a  lack  of 
personnel,  the  Tide  could  not 
compete  in  1988-89  and  was 
forced  lo  join  their  rivals  across  the 
road,  forming  the  Trinity-Innis 
Black  Pelicans.  The  team  had  a 
good  season,  compiling  a  4-2 
record  and  losing  a  close  game  3-0 
to  Medicine  in  the  semi-final. 

In  basketball,  Innis  enjoyed  one 
of  their  finest  seasons  in  years. 


frequently  trouncing  the 
opposition.  Like  the  football  team, 
Lhey  loo  advanced  to  post-season 
play  only  to  come  up  short  in  die 
quarter  finals. 

In  hockey,  the  Innis  Whalers 
became  the  talk  of  the  college,  and 
for  that  matter,  also  the  campus. 
Unbeatable  in  the  regular  season, 
the  Whalers  won  1 1  and  tied  2.  In 
the  quarter-finals  they  beat  a  good 
Erindale  team  to  advance  to  the 
final  four  against  Scarborough. 
The  Whalers  played  well  in  the 
two  game-total  point  series  but  lost 
both  games  by  one  goal.  A  number 
of  players,  after  the  plyoffs,  spoke 
out  of  a  dressing  room  filled  with 
dissension.  So  look  for  wholesale 
changes  in  the  team  next  year  as 


the  Whalers  search  for  a  winning 
attitude  on  and  off  the  ice. 

That  about  does  it  for  Men's 
athletics.  I'm  sure  a  few  teams 
were  missed  but  I  have  no 
information  about  how  they  did. 
Let's  just  say  that  Men's 
Volleyball  had  a  great  year  and 
won  the  championship. 

By  the  way,  I  am  writing  this 
article  because  Rob  Stanley,  our 
Men's  Athletics  Rep,  has  dropped 
out  of  the  University  and  is 
working  as  a  stage-hand  at  Massey 
Hall.  He  has  also  announced  his 
engagement  to  Cassandra,  (not  the 
former  ICSS  president)  one  of  the 
CATS. 

Good  luck  with  exams  and  have 
a  safe  summer! 
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ICSS 
Update 


Martha  MacEachem 

As  the  1988/89  academic  year 
quickly  comes  to  a  close  I  would 
like  to  take  this  opportunity  to 
congratulate  all  the  members  of  the 
outgoing  ICSS  for  making  this 
25th  Anniversary  year  a  grand 
success!    From    a  fabulous 
orientation  to  the  shortest  budget 
meeting  in  the  history  of  Innis; 
from  the  ever  popular  Coffee 
House  to  the  recycling  program  in 
the  Pub;  from  the  auction  to  the 
Masquerade  Ball  -  this  has  been  a 
year  to  remember! 

To  Rob  Stanley  and  his  new 
ICSS  crew,  we  all  wish  you  the 
best  of  luck  in  1989/90. 

Thanks  again,  good  luck  on  your 
exams,  and  have  a  great  summer! 


C.  Never  let  your  dingle  dangle, 
Never  let  your  dingle  dangle, 
Never  let  your  dingle  dangle, 
Or  it'll  get  caught  in  the  mangle. 


A.  Ginger  Meggs,  Ginger  Meggs, 
What  have  you  between  your  legs? 
One  fat  sausage,  two  boiled  eggs, 
That's  what  I've  got  between  my  legs. 


OpenthisfirsL 


B.  Donald  Duck 
Had  a  fuck, 
Got  stuck. 
Better  luck 
Next  fuck, 
Donald  Duck. 


Innis  College  mm 
2  Sussex  Avenue 


Innis  Cafe  will  be  open  this 
summer   starting   April  24 
Monday  to  Friday      12:00  noon  to 
7:00pm 

Join  us  for  lunch, dinner,  and 
refreshments 


Warmth 
After  the  sweat 
from  between. 
Touch 
Watching,  thinking 
love  or  security? 


Breath 
Deep  and  Mixing 
feel  your  soul 
Sleep 
Soft,  black 
Holding  This  Other  World. 


The  Adams  Family  started 

When  Uncle  Festa  farted 

The  children  were  disgusted 

They  stuck  their  dicks  in  custard, 

The  Adams  Family. 

Drop  dead. 


